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Fascinating Tady 


Chee ey ae 


T’son.ty human nature to wait 
breathlessly for such a lovely, 
girl to turn her proud head—to 
reward your admiration with the glory of her smile! 
And it’s only human nature to resent it, like a 
physical blow, when she does turn, when she does 
smile—and all her loveliness turns to ashes! For 
when a smile betrays dull and dingy teeth—tender 
and ailing gums—no glory of eyes or hair can save 
loveliness. 


NEVER NEGLECT “PINK TOOTH BRUSH” 


Too many soft foods . . . too little work and resist- 
ance for the natural health of our teeth and gums 


She evades all closeups ... Dingy teeth and tender gums 
destroy her charm... She ignored “Pink Tooth Brush” 


—there are the reasons why that dental warning 
‘pink tooth brush”’ is so often in evidence. 


And for the sake of your own loveliness and your 
own health—if you see that “‘tinge of pink’’ on 
your own tooth brush, see your dentist. You may be 
in for serious trouble. But he is far more likely to 
explain the menace of our *‘modern menus’’—to 
tell you to take better care of your gums, to give 
them more stimulation, more exercise. And he 
may tell you—he often does—to switch to Ipana 
Tooth Paste and massage. 


Play safe—getIpanatoday. Rub 
a little extra Ipana into your 
gums every time you brush your 
teeth! For Ipana is especially designed to help your 
gums as well as clean your teeth. You'll soon 
notice an improvement in the health of your gums. 
New circulation wakens lazy tissues. Gums grow 
stronger. They feel firmer. They look better. And 
they'll certainly be far safer from the threat and 
danger of serious gum troubles. 

The first ten days of Ipana and massage will 
show an improvement. And thirty days will con- 
vince you that you should have changed to this 
modern, sensible health measure long ago. 
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Fastest FABRICS 


The joy of spring is reflected in 
their gay weaves and patterns 
—offered in unlimited array 
for your summer wardrobe. 
Whether you make your own 
or choose ready-to-wear be 
@ You can buy Colonial Sheets and Pillowslips sure your frocks are made with 
in several grades from sturdy inexpensive weaves Magog Fastest Fabrics, sunfast 
to the finest of percales. Whatever grade you a and tubfast —a joy to see and 
choose you will get a carefully woven, smoothly a pleasure to wear. 
finished fabric, snowy white and capable of 


taking endless punishment in the laundry. 


Colonial Sheets are cool, caressing and sleep- 


wooing. Accepted as Canada’s finest since 1846. 


MADE IN CANADA BY 


DOMINION 7Teartritn & COMPANY LIMITED 
Makers of the famous COLONIAL Towels 
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Sweet Caporal Cigarettes are 
the friendliest gift of all. And 
everybody likes them. 


Gayly packaged for Christmas— 
in 50's, 100’s and 200s. 







‘The purest ' 
formin which =m 
tobacco can 


be smoked” La neet 
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ONCE I KNEW a club of women who, as Christmas 
drew near, thought pleasantly of the fun it would be to 
have a Christmas party for children. Those members who 
had children were asked to bring them. But difficulties 
arose. The modern young mamas didn’t want their babies 
up late, or fed unwisely, or spoiled with too much atten- 
tion. So after a little embarrassment the executive turned 
to a welfare group and asked for some children. But it 
seemed there were so many parties that week for the 
children that none could be spared. And so the members. 
nothing daunted, had a children’s party for themselves 
and gave each other foolish little presents, all with much 
sound of hilarity. 

But something was wrong. Something which Sally in 
*“‘Wanted—Children for Christmas’ recognized, but 
couldn’t help. You'll find it a story that’s first-class 
entertainment and full of ideas too. Small wonder, 
because it’s written by Sarah Addington who wrote 
“Forty-Five and Glad of It.’””, Remember? 

Some time ago Frank Bunce went wandering through 
Ethiopia when the uproar was on. His ‘“The Better Man”’ 
based on his experiences caused a good deal of comment 
when it appeared in Chatelaine. Now he’s been roving 
through Spain. From there he sent us “Second Honey- 
moon,” a very exciting story that will cause trouble if you 
start to read it with something left cooking on the stove. 

I believe that the vast majority of women have a very 
definite sense of humor. That’s why we’ve published 
“Do You Love Me, John?’ because I’ve a hunch that 
women everywhere will relish this story particularly. 
I chuckled over it every time I came across it in the 
preparation of this issue. Who doesn't know a “Butter 
Puss?” And who hasn’t had club revolts? And who hasn’t 
felt the longing to be somebody that mattered? In any 
pageant of mocern life Mrs. Meech could pass as ““Every- 
woman.” 


ABOUT THIRTY-FIVE years ago, a radiant young 
mother lived in a historic old mansion with her young 
husband and her laughing children. Then she moved 
to Buckingham Palace, where she reigned as England’s 
most beloved Queen. When she left, for the Palace, the 
carpets and draperies in her old home were packed away. 
Now that Queen Mary is returning to the same house 
but returning alone—these same carpets and draperies 
have been brought out again, to form the background for 
a very gracious lady. Women’s thoughts everywhere have 
heen with Queen Mary in her recent return to Marl- 
borough House. We take you this month into the magni- 
ficent old house, tell you how the Queen is furnishing it, 
what it is going to be like now. It’s a poignantly impres- 
sive story. 

So is “‘New Eyes for Christmas” a story you'll remem- 
her for a long, long time. For here is the mind of Billie 
a little boy who rated a paragraph or two in the papers 
recently when he gained his sight, after having been 
blind for the entire nine years of his life. Lotta Dempsey 
went to see Bill just after his sight had been restored 


She introduced him to two old friends, whom he loved 
but couldn't recognize—Santa Claus and Mickey Mouse, 
and learned what Billie thinks about life now that he can 
see it pass by. 

Every Christmas tree that is successful has plenty of 
surprises, plenty of practical gifts, and plenty of humor. 
That’s the recipe we followed in planning this Christmas 
issue. The ingredients that represent the practical help 
are to be found in Judge R. S. Hosking’s fine article on 
“Marriage for Two,” as well as in the many regular 
features and departments. Judge Hosking, for many 
vears has been head of the Family Court in Toronto and 
so has listened to many stories of broken or troubled 
marriages. His suggestions are workable ones—not 
theories. 


JANUARY WILL launch a brilliant programme of fiction 
for the new year. Scheduled in our list of 1937 writers are 
names that can be guaranteed to give you many absorbed 
reading hours. In the January issue, Elizabeth Troy, 
noted round the world for her handling of trenchant 
themes, has a sparkling story ““When Husbands Meet.” 
“Companions of the Storm,” by Rebecca Stevenson, is 
one of the most rollicking tales you’ve come across for 
many moons. It’s utterly mad. May be too much that 
way for some folks—but we'll see. ‘Meal Ticket,” by 
Oscar Graeve, is a memorable picture of a father who felt 
he was just that, and nothing more. A particularly 
important story for your husband and yourself to share. 

Dr. H. B. Atlec, of Halifax, will bring a vividly written 
article discussing women and their nerves-—something 
you shouldn’t miss. Perhaps you are prone to say, with a 
certain exasperation, “Oh, so-and-so is one of the nervous 
type”’ —and so forget them, or give them too much sym- 
pathy. “Because,” says Dr. Atlee, “of these tragic mis- 
conceptions thousands of unhappy men, women and 
children are being pushed farther into the pallid valleys 
of despair, or filling in a constantly rising flood, our men- 
tal institutions.” January will bring this absorbing 
feature. 

A happy Christmas to you chatelaines everywhere. 
You remember, don’t you, that “Chatelaine” means ‘“‘the 
mistress of a little castle?’’ Every one of us is included 
in that, whether we “live alone and like it” in a single 
room, or reign confidently in some home, big or little, 
noisy or quiet. I hope it’s noisy at Christmas. For that’s 


the way it shou!d be! 
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"You'd better marry 
me," he insisted. "No- 
body else will ask you.” 


wrapping Christmas presents. Watching her, and 

with amusement, was her upstairs neighbor, friend 

and oft-rejected suitor, Seth Beadleton. Seth 
frequently watched Miss Ellis at her domestic goings-on 
and was frequently amused by her. She was also often 
amused by him, it may be added, or at least by his profes- 
sion. Seth was a biologist. He injected rats and made them 
ill, then injected them again and made them well, and 
wrote papers about the procedure which he read to other 
men who also treated rats in this manner. Or such was 
Miss Ellis’s perverted view of a noble calling. 

“If I could just once get out of this Christmas nonsense,”’ 
said Miss Ellis, jerking a tinsel ribbon into a ferocious 
knot. 

“Why don’t you get out of it?” 

“Because my brother believes in Family Gatherings. He 
thinks all families should congregate on all possible occa- 


ISS ELLIS stood at her dining table viciously 
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sions and eat and caper. He say it’s jolly. He thinks I like 
going up to his house for all these jolly affairs with his wife 
and four children and mother-in-law and Cousin Eunice 
and Uncle Edgar and Great-aunt Frisbie. In fact, he thinks 
it’s the only real pleasure I get out of life.’”” She stabbed a 
spray of artificial holly under a red ribbon bow. “Stockings 
for Hannah,” she annotated grimly. 

“Hannah?” 

“The cook. Their pearl. I’ve been giving that woman 
Christmas presents for eight years and I detest her. She 
sniffs at me. I’m not married and she is, or was, or says 
she was, so she sniffs at me. I also have to bestow gifts on 
all the livestock, Fifi and Mimi, canaries; Pal, a dog; Mor- 
timer, a turtle. But I’m fooling them on Mortimer. I’ve 
lived thirty-six years without giving Christmas presents te 
turtles and I can worry along now, I guess.” 

“Poor dear,”” murmured Seth. “But why do you hate 
Christmas so, Sally?” 





big 
SARAH ADDINGTON 







Miss Ellis looked up scandalized. “But I don’t hate 
Christmas! It’s a beautiful and holy day—I love Christ- 
mas, Seth. But it’s my brother’s Christmases I object to, 
the lavish, senseless, spending kind of Christmas; dozens 
and dozens of presents, piles and piles of things, booty, 
loot, food, candy, junk, gewgaws. It shocks me, Seth. The 
children are lovely, Jim and Agnes are good people, but 
they’re fools about their children, give them everything on 
earth. What chance have the children got? And Christmas 
is the worst, of course. That’s why I hate Christmas at 
Jim’s. Because it’s a wrong Christmas, a bad Christmas.”’ 

She snipped a piece of Santa Claus paper and picked up 
a small box. “Perfume for Mildred, Mildred being the 
second maid. I gave her gloves last year and she was not 
pleased. Said her previous madam’s sister always gave her 
Flowers of Passion. And of course I mustn’t be outdone by 
Mildred’s previous madam’s sister.’’ She snapped the paper 
into folds and seized some Red Cross seals. “Mind you, 
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WE ASKED ONE QUESTION OF 200 MEN AND WOMEN 


°W Which Pen is Your Choice tor SGLe antl Beauly re 


*AND 2 TO 1,SELECTED PARKER’S LAMINATED PEARL 


—The sacless Vacumatic with Ever- 
Visible Ink Supply and 102% more 
Ink Capacity than Old-Style 
GUARANTEED Mechanically Perfect 


Yes, other things being equal, style-minded 
people would choose the Parker Vacumatic with 
its smart ARROW Clip for beauty alone! But 
other things, too, including pen performance, 
make this revolutionary invention the national 
favorite. 


One important difference is that the ink supply 
in the Parker Vacumatic is ever visible—the full 
length of the barrel—not merely last-drop visi- 
bility. It does not only show when your pen is 
empty—it shows you days ahead WHEN IT’S 
RUNNING LOW. 

Another great difference is the patented Parker 
filler. There’s no other like it. That’s why this mir- 
acle writer requires no sliding piston immersed in 
ink, no “one-shot” pump—its working parts are 





* Mere than twice the number selected Parker than any other, 


sealed in the top WHERE INK CAN NEVER 
TOUCH THEM —can never decompose them. 

And the third great difference is the Parker 
“breather tube.” This deflates the ait pressure in 
the barrel when the warmth of the writer’s hand 
expands the air. By thus relieving the pressure on 
the ink, this exhaust prevents flooding and blot- 
ting. It’s the only invention known that van- 
quishes this foe of sacless pens. 

The Parker “breather tube” is so perfected that 
the Parker Vacumatic withstands up to 100% more 
air expansion than the four next ranking sacless 
pens —a scientific finding certified by the 
Miner Laboratories. 


Parker 


>» VACUMATIC = 
© Ferien. 10 


* 
50,1350. and #5 
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The Parker Vacumatic is so utterly leakproof it 
requires no special ink-lock. It's GUARANTEED 
mechanically perfect. 

Its point is Seratch-proof— precious Platinum 
combined with solid Gold, and skilfully fash- 
ioned to write your regular hand on the lower 
side, write finer when turned over. 

Go and see this luminous, laminated Pearl 
Beauty at any good pen shop, department store, sta- 
tioner's, jeweler’s, or druggist’s. Give this princely 
present to yourself or to someone you favor. And 
remember —it isn’t whether a pen fills with one 
stroke or seven that. counts — it’s how it performs 
in the hand months after you buy it. 

So look for this smart ARROW Clip — this 
identifies the patented Parker Vacumatic — and 
note how low and firmly it holds the pen in the 
pocket, how securely in the handbag. The Parker 
Fountain Pen Co., Limited, Toronto. 


What Ink Does Parker Recommend ? 


People often ask us this. Now we can answer, due to 
our new discovery in writing ink, called Quik Quink 
contains a secret, harmless ingredient that dissolves 
sediment left in a pen by ordinary ink cleans a pen 
as it writes 1 Parker or any other pen. Get Par) er 
Quink from any store selling ink — rich and full-bodied 


~a brilliancy of color that makes w riting distinctive, 
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For Christmas enchantment, and for a rarely sympathetic 


love story, we recommend this tale of a contented business 


woman, her rejected suitor, and two benildered children 


Jim and Agnes are no worse than anybody else. They're 
just modern Canadian parents. You know what that 
means.” 

Seth, as a matter of fact, didn’t. The only modern 
Canadian parents he was acquainted with were modern 
Canadian rat mothers and fathers. “Sit down a minute,” 
he said. ‘You look tired.” 

“Do I? Well, Iam. I’m dead. That’s another thing: 
Christmas kills everybody. Did you read that a nerve 
specialist said he had more cases of nervous breakdown 
right after Christmas—”’ 

“Come on.”” Seth held out a hand. “‘Let’s go in the other 
room.” 

She gazed at the littered table despairingly. ‘All right.” 

The house where Seth and Sally lived was the house of 
an earlier day, with lofty ceilings and small marble grates; 
and in Sally’s parlor stood cherry tables, a rosewood desk, 
prim horsehair chairs that looked as if they had grown 
there, their very roots struck in the solid old floors. Seth 
loved Sally’s funny parlor, partly because his own apart- 
ment upstairs was such a shambles of fumed oak and 
bachelor confusion, partly because Sally’s parlor was so 
very Sally-ish. 

He placed her now in a low rocking chair. The sight of 
Sally in this chair always pleased him, they were both so 
small, quaint, pert. “If I could make tea, I would. But 
I can pour sherry.” 

“All right. You know where.” She reached down and 
rubbed her insteps, wriggled her toes wearily in her shoes. 
She was a strong enough woman, this wiry, fiery Sally, in 
every part of her except her feet which were treacherous. 
It was her feet, indeed, that had prevented Sally from a 
career. She had been about to become a librarian when her 
arches fell. When they rose again, Aunt Louisa had died 
and left her four thousand a year in trust, and Sally, never 
ambitious and now rich, joyously became a parasite. 

Seth came back bearing sherry and some odd-looking 
remnants of crackers and served her as best Seth could. 
Why this man who could handle instruments and test 
tubes and slides with such artful perfection in the labora- 
tory, could hardly pour a glass of sherry without disaster, 
Sally had often pondered. But so it was. 

He poked the dim coals into brightness, tossed a few 
lumps on, and sprawled out in Sally’s biggest, deepest 
chair. “You oughtn’t to work yourself to a rag like this,”’ 
he said, frowning at her. 

“Oh, I’m all right.” She spoke hastily because whenever 
Seth scolded, it meant he was about to propose; and he had 


‘proposed enough. 


But he was not to be put off. “You drive yourself, drive 
yourself, drive yourself, then you look like this, grey about 
the gills.” 

Sally brightened interestedly. ‘‘Seth, what are my gills? 
I never knew.” 

“Now if you were married and living like a decent human 

She shook her head. ‘That is the strangest delusion.” 

“What delusion?” 

“That I don’t live like a human being and that if I 
married you—” 

“Well, it is human to be married.” 

“Yes, but you mean I’d be better off, have an easier life, 
if I married you—” 

“Of course I do. And so you would. This is no life—” 

“But I wouldn’t! I’d be much worse off. I have a per- 
fectly orderly, secure, comfortable life. I have an apart- 
ment, a maid, everything I want. If I were married, what 
would I have? A responsibility, a job. In short, you. If 
I were in love with you, it would be different, but just to 

“Well, you're a fool. Nobody else is going to ask you.” 

“Oh, Seth.” She couldn’t help laughing at that. “I don’t 
want anybody else to ask me. Can you not get that one 
small fact in your head?” 

“All women want to be married,” said Seth regally. 
“All right, go ahead, wear yourself to the bone—” 

“There’s Katy. Go let her in.” Katy was the “maid” 
she had just been bragging about, a schoolgirl who came 





afternoons after, as Seth put it, all the work was done. 

But Katy produced proper and stimulating tea and cake 
much superior to Seth’s tattered crumbs and Seth forgot 
his anger. In two presences in this world did Seth feel 
truly content, the beneficent presence of rats and the 
blessed presence of Sally. No other beings, human or 
animal, satisfied him thoroughly. His thin face smoothed 
and relaxed now, he stretched his long legs and watched the 
coal blooming like roses in Sally’s grate. ‘““You know, I don’t 
mind Christmas,” he said indulgently. 

“Mind it? You don’t pay any attention to it.” True, Seth 
had spent both Christmases since she had known him, in 
the laboratory. 

“I sent you some candy.” 

“Yes, peanut brittle and I broke a tooth on it. But it 
was lovely—the only thing I enjoyed last Christmas.” 

“I should think you’d enjoy the children.’’ Seth’s tone 
was slightly virtuous. 

“Oh, I do, in a way. They’re such darling children. But 
they’re so deluged at Christmas. You can hardly see the 
children for the deluge. It isn’t only the family, other 
people send in tons of stuff. Seth, last year they got over 
eighty gifts. Four children, eighty gifts, figure it out. And 
they get all goggle-eyed and red-faced—I saw Paul once 
just staring at this stuff and he looked dazed, positively 
silly, as if his poor little brain were actually turned for a 
moment.” 

“Ah, you’re exaggerating.” 

“I’m not. Christmas in that household—-well, imagine 
a department store on bargain day, then add a cyclone and 
you have a faint picture.” 

“Well, what’s your idea of Christmas?” 

She waited a moment before she spoke. “I think Christ- 
mas ought to be merry, but innocently merry as children 
themselves are, not merely confusion and noise and mad 
shopping and money-spending and eating. I think it ought 
to be Emersonian, the idea of giving more important than 
the gift. I think we ought to be lavish only in giving to 
the poor or the ill, not with each other. I think we ought 
to remember whose birthday it is, really remember and 
keep the festival simple and beautiful. That would be 
Christmas to me.” 

“Sounds all right to me,” said Seth after a moment. 
“But try and get it, huh?” 

“Yes, try and get it at Jim’s. Oh, dear, poor Jim. He’s 
quite nice, really.” 

“Sure, Jim’s all right. By the way, I could stay to dinner 
if asked. It’s Saturday.” 

“All right. If you’ll take me to the movies afterward.” 

“Oh, heavens!’’ Seth was not the movie fiend that Sally 
was. 

During dinner the telephone rang and Sally came back 
with the face of a woman transported. ‘Seth, Agnes’s 
mother is ill.” she cried radiantly. 
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“How perfectly marvellous; you seem to be thrilled!” 

“Oh, not very ill.”’ 

‘Just a broken leg, I suppose.” 

‘Just a light case of flu. She’s over it, only the doctor 
doesn’t want her to travel. Don’t you see, Seth? No Christ- 
mas! For me, I mean.” 

“No, I don’t.” 

“They're all going there. They've just decided. To be 
with grandmother. They’re all going.” 

“Cousin Eunice and Uncle Edgar and Great-aunt—?”’ 

“No, they’re going to stay at home. But that lets me 
out, don’t you see? Because grandmother hasn't room for 
all of us. Oh, Seth.”” She dropped into her chair luxuriously. 

“I think you're a beast. You gloat when old ladies fall 
down and break their legs—” 

“Oh, Seth, I’m going to have the loveliest Chris 

“You have unnatural feelings. Your entire family de- 
serts you and you rejoice.” 

She eyed him. “Am I selfish, Seth?’ 

“A little. It’s because you're an old maid. Now if you 
were married-——”’ 

She rose speedily. “Coffee in the parlor, Katy!” 

Over the coffee, she said, ‘“‘No, I don’t think it’s so bad 
of me to want my own kind of Christmas just for once.” 

“What are you going to do?” 

“On Christmas? Go to church, listen to carols on the 
radio, take a walk, read, have tenderloin steak."’ 

“With whom? Me?” 

“By myself!’ 

“Good grief.” 

“Seth, it isn’t selfish, really. If you're alone, you have 
time to think about Christmas, about how it was with the 
mother and her child all those years ago in the manger. 
I want to do that.” 

“Well, yes—” 

“And you have time to listen to the carols and time to 
look at your Christmas roses, really look at them, letting 
your eyes feast—”’ 


“Do you mean to say,” cut in Seth hotly, “that you're’ 


going to sit down here chewing beefsteak and let me eat my 
dinner alone in some plagued restaurant?” 

“Oh, you'll get an invitation from a professor’s wife or 
somebody.” 

“If that isn’t an old maid’s idea of Christmas-—"’ Seth 
was sO angry now he was making snorts through his nose. 

“And you might accept for once; see what Christmas is 
like outside a rat cage.” 


THREE DAYS before Christmas Sally took a taxiful of 
packages to the Ellis apartment and helped pack them 
away for their journey. Two days before Christmas she 
saw her family off on the train. On her way home she 
became aware of a hollowness within her. Queer to be 
facing Christmas without even a glimpse of those children. 
Paul had hugged her so hard at the last farewell, her beau- 
tiful, shy, perfect Paul. “Mercy, am I crying? Right here 
on the bus?” 

That night she telephoned to the laboratory. She hadn't 
seen Seth since Sunday or heard him since this morning. 
He hated to be called at the laboratory. “But I don’t care. 
I’m lonesome,” she thought. 

“Hello!” he roared. 

“Seth, are you going to work all evening?” 

“Uh-huh. Why?” 

“Oh, I just thought—” 

, “Have to work tonight, Sally. But what about tomorrow 
night? Oh, that’s Christmas Eve 

“Seth, couldn’t you come tonight?” 

“Why no, Sally—”’ 

“Seth, I’m sick.” 

“Sick? What's the matter?” She could almost see that 
sudden scowl. 

a don’t know, but I must be awfully ill 

“Lie down. I'll be right there.” 

“What's the matter?” he demanded again when he 
arrived. He looked ten years older. 

“I’m lonesome,” said Sally in a shamed voice. 

“You're not ill? You {Continued on page 2é} 
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"You'd never sacrifice your honor for me," she sobbed. 


notice? But sometimes she felt a little lonely somehow. 
The seed of rebellion had been sown in Mrs. Meech’s 
art. Next morning she was down at the market, looking 
ily at the vegetables, when someone caught her arm. 
s her neighbor, Minnie Lansing. Like Mrs. Meech, 
iftie was a little on the plump side, but where Mrs. 
Meech’ s eyes were blue and anxious, Minnie’s were brown 
and determined. 

“Hell there,”” Minnie said cheerfully. 
you ‘d lost your last friend.” 

“I wish a new vegetable could be invented, ” Mrs. Meech 
mourned., “I declare it drives me crazy.” 

“Stop worrying about dinner for once in your life!’ 
Minnie retorted crisply. “You've got the pip.” 

“Pip?” . 

“Yes, pip. What you nged is a change. You ought to get 
out more... Do things. A*’weman of your intelligence—”’ 

“Intelligence?” 

“Certainly. You've got intelligence somewhere in that 
head of yours, although you haven’t given any signs of it 
for the last ten years. You're just a household slave.” 

“Now, Minnie—”’ 

“Don’t you Minnie me!” Mrs. Lansing continued, warm- 
ing to her theme. “I’ve been wanting to scold you for a 
long time. You were the brightest girl in our class at school 
and then you settled down like a ton of brick. It was all 
right for you to give up everything when your children 
were small. But now it’s time you had some life of your 
own. John would respect you all the more for it.” 

“But, Minnie 

“You ought to do things in the town. Join clubs. Do 
you want to be a back number? Are you content to sit 
around while other women are out with their shoulders to 






"vee look as if 


the wheel?” 
“I’d like to put my shoulder to the wheel,” Mrs. Meech 


said, flushing. ‘‘I—I believe you’re right. What shall I 
join?” 
Minnie beamed. 


‘Now you're talking!” she said heartily. “We'll put you 





in the Woman’s Club first. Anybody in town can join. It’s 
only ten dollars.” 


WHEN MRS. MEECH told her family that she had joined 
the Woman’s Club, the news created only a mild flutter. 
The twins asked if she were going to march in parades. 
John said it was probably a good thing, if she didn’t take 
it too seriously. Mrs. Meech was a little disappointed that 
they didn’t seem to realize the full significance of her civic 
gesture. Minnie had said the news would give her family 
something to think about, but they didn’t appear to be 
thinking. 

Nevertheless, she enjoyed her first Woman’s Club meet- 
ing in October. Admiringly she observed the president’s 
easy undulations in the chair. Could Winifred Meech ever 
utter a timely word on a platform? Never, she decided. 
The president was Mrs. Chubb, weighted down with 
maroon velvet, the wife of the richest man in town. It was 
impressive to see her being alternately firm and gracious, 
all in the twinkling of an eye. The speaker of the afternoon 
was a small pallid man who talked about “Art in the 
Modern Home.”” Mrs. Meech believed he was absolutely 
right about rugs. But she could never carry his theories 
into practice. John liked everything in the house just as 
it was, 

After the meeting, Minnie introduced Winifred to Mrs. 
Chubb and Mrs. Chubb extended a correctly gloved hand 
and said that fresh vital blood was what the club needed. 
Suggestions were always welcome. Minnie told Winifred 
privately that Mrs. Chubb wasn’t very well liked by many 
women in the club. It was her money and some dirty poli- 
tical tricks that had got her elected. The anti-Chubb fac- 
tion called her Butter Puss. 

Mrs. Meech attended every club meeting all that fall 
and early winter, but no miracle was wrought in her home 
life. On club days, she told the family at dinner what the 
speaker had said. These accounts were usually received 
with a touch of ribaldry. Life, indeed, might have always 
gone on, just as it was, if it hadn’t been for the Valentine’s 


"You'd just be mean and keep it.” 


Day meeting. On that occasion, American Beauty roses 
graced the speaker’s table. Mrs. Chubb was resplendent 
in black broadcloth. 

Today’s speaker was an emaciated Russian, Sergey 
Kolonov, with a pointed beard and short-cropped bristling 
hair that made his head resemble a cherished fern ball in 
Mrs. Meech’s dining-room window. He talked on “The 
Melody of Ethics.’”’ Life had a melody, he said. The secret 
of life was to discover this melody and make yourself part 
of it. Mrs. Meech heard him with rapture, conscientiously 
resolving not to be a discord. He was offering for sale an 
elegant set of books on this great theme. The price was 
fifty dollars, but the ladies could pay monthly installments. 

Mrs. Meech was so impressed by Mr. Kolonoy that she 
did not say very much at her home dinner table that night. 
All through the meal, she stared at the fern ball. But when 
the children had gone upstairs and John and she were in 
the living room, John spoke over the edge of his paper. 

“Let me see, Winifred. Today was club day, wasn’t it? 
I kind of missed your telling us about it.” 

“‘We had a Russian.” 

“What'd he talk about?” 

“‘Oh—life. His name was Sergey Kolonov.” 

John sat up suddenly, his paper rattling to the floor. 

“Kolonov! Of all the—well, I'll be jiggered!” 

“‘Whatever do you mean, John?” 

For an answer, John leaned back and laughed until his 
eyes watered. Mrs. Meech went very red. To her, the club 
was no laughing matter. 

“‘John—would you mind telling me 

“T’ll tell you all right! Why, that man is a prize fake. 
You remember that time I worked on the paper in Mont- 
real? He was in the news then. Mixed up in some racket. 
How a man like that ever got to speak at a respectable 
Woman’s Club, I don’t know.” 

“What’s the matter with him?” 

“Matter? Everything. In the first place, he’s got a 
criminal record. He served a term for forgery. He called 
himself Sergey Mankowitz in {Continued on page 42} 








Do you love me 


JOHN ¢ 


These hilarious adventures are dedicated to: 
All women who are happily married 

All women who belong to women’s clubs 

All women whose children are growing up 


All women who love to chuckle over their reading 


by DOROTHY WALWORTH CARMAN 





Before Mrs. Meech yawned a bottomless pit, 
howling with lawyers. She realized the awful 
possibilities of what Minnie said. 
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other evenings for Mrs. Meech. Dinner was over. 
Junior and the twins were upstairs, doing their home- 
work. John was reading the paper in his favorite 
chair. She was darning her usual pile of socks on the sofa. 
Thoughtfully, she held a gaping black heel to the light. 

“Do you love me, John?”’ she asked. 

Mr. Meech did not lift his eyes from the paper. 

“Um-hum,” he answered. “Say, did you read about the 
earthquake in Japan? Seems to me they're always having 
earthquakes.” 

“Read me about the earthquake, John.” 

While John read, there was a worried line between Mrs. 
Meech’s eyes. She didn’t often ask John if he loved her, 
but whenever she did, the answer was always, ‘““Um-hum.” 
Of course John loved her, but nowadays it seemed more 
important to him whether his suit was back from the 
tailor’s on time. 

Mrs. Meech sighed. She wanted John to look at her 
sometimes as the person she was, and not as someone who 
talked to the butcher. Of course John was a busy, tired 
man. Mr. Griffin, down at the carpet factory, said that 
John would be general manager next year. She was so 
proud of John. She wished that he could—in a way—be 
proud of her, too. Mrs. Meech rolled the socks into a 
wretched little ball and jammed them down into the basket. 

“Guess I'll go see how the children are.” 

“Going to bed myself. Hard day tomorrow at the office.” 

Mrs. Meech went slowly up the stairs. When Junior saw 
her at his bedroom door, he waved an impatient arm. 

“Don’t bother me, mom. Don’t you see I’m trying to 
bone for an algebra test? Gee, I don’t see the good of 
algebra.” 

The twins, Alice and Amy, were doing French. They 
gave their mother absent-minded nods and went on mouth- 
ing words, glassy-eyed. Mrs. Meech told herself severely 
that she, was a very foolish woman. After all, these people 
in her family had lives of their own and she had no life at 
all, except in them. How could she expect them to take 
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Bill knew an airplane only as a whir of wings 
overhead. Now he can fly a toy one. 


New EYES 
for Christmas 


by LOTTA DEMPSEY 


A world flooded with light opens before nine year old 


Bill Brohman, blind until a few weeks ago. Through 


his vision you will find a fresh beauty in the Yuletide 


Life couldn’t let him down when he is so full of the 

joyousness of all he looks at. And he is so sure. 

You see, being blind the first nine years of his life 
has given him pretty vivid powers of imagination. He’s 
just emerging from a dream world as swiftly beautiful as 
only a world unseen could be. 

And out of that long darkness . . . which is all he has 
known in his little life . . . he comes today to his first light 
Christmas. 

You'll have read about his case in the newspapers, 
perhaps. Nine years ago the twin sons of Mr. and Mrs. 
Walter Brohman, of New Germany, Ontario, were born 
blinded by cataracts. Bill was the one who lived. Last 
spring the first of a series of operations to bring hope, gave a 
glimmer of light. Five weeks ago Dr. V. A. Decot, of 
Buffalo, clipped the drawn irises and Bill could see. Birds 
and trees and flowers emerged. Sounds suddenly took 
shape and form. A black, frightening world blazed with 
color. And Santa Claus became a glowing possibility. Bill 
talked about him, as one recalls the features of an old 
friend. He pointed to the door of the humble Brohman 
farm at New Germany. 

“He will come in there,’’ he said confidently, ‘‘and I will 
see him. I will know. Because he is big . . . so’’—-and he 
stretched his small arms to their widest circle—‘‘and he has a 
beard, like wool.’’ He touched the line of his own finely 
drawn chin. “And he wears something soft around his 
neck.”” Such was the Santa Claus of sightless eyes. 

Two years ago he had come from the village, through the 
farm door, to distribute gifts. Last year he stomped and 
thundered on the verandah, but went off without coming 
in. He left the presents just outside. That is why the door 
is Bill’s “‘chimney.”” Why he is confident that this year he 
will be in wait for the visitation, and see with his own eyes, 
the great little man. 

i drew forth the jolliest picture of good old St. Nick I had 
been able to find. Bill looked at it. His fingers brushed 


D Lite couldn I think Bill will see Santa Claus this year. 


the colors in a very loving way, as he studied it closely. 

“This is red,” he said softly, ‘and this is white, and the 
bag is yellow.” He held the words affectionately. Color 
will always be the most enchanting thing in the panorama 
of a world that can be seen, as well as touched and smelled. 

‘Who is it?” he asked. 

“It’s Santa Claus, Bill.”’ 

“Oh.” His face held a new wonder. ‘‘He—is—lovely.”’ 

Then there’s the question of the Tree. No hunting 
through job lots on a street corner for the Brohman family. 
If you lived on a hundred-acre farm three miles from New 
Germany, and had a great strong-sinewed man for a father, 
you’d know that the cutting down of the tree is almost as 
important as Christmas itself. There is a fine jingle of bells 
as the horses are hitched to the sleigh. Along the snowy 
roads you drive to the spruce grove. And if you are sister 
Helen or Betty, aged thirteen and eleven or even sister 
Shirley, who is only three, you get out and make a merry 
business of cutting the tree. But if you live in Bill’s 
shuttered little world, you stay at home with mother and 
wait. Last year Bill was taken along. He stayed in the 
sleigh because it was strange country, and he didn’t know 
the line of hill and valley, path and tree and water, as he 
does on the Brohman land. This Christmas, you can 
remember that he will be out cutting down the Christmas 
tree. Looking with a man’s critical eye at spacing of limbs 
and thickness of trunk. Brushing womenfolk out of the 
way while the heavy labor is done. Coming home, triumph- 
ant, to the family fireside. 

“We have a tree this tall,’’ Bill shows you with his hand. 
“Its needles are sharp, and there’s a star on the very top. 
With presents hanging from the branches. And little 
candles burning.” 

No candle wili burn more brightly than those before 
newly opened eyes this Christmastide. No tree will be more 
splendid than this one Christmas tree, which Bill cuts and 
carries and hammers and decorates. 

With popcorn, for instance. For so long it has been a 
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Although Santa 
Claus and Mickey 
Mouse were old 
friends . . . Bill 
didn't know them 
when he saw 
them! 


Bill sees Blackie, his big shepherd, and con- 
stant companion of sightless years, for the 
first time. Once he mistook him for a kitten. 


Photographs by Bert K. Barthel, Kitchener. 


sharp friendly crackle over heat. a luscious puffiness in the 
mouth. 

“It is white,”’ says Bill, as though white were the most 
beautiful thing in the world. ‘‘And sometimes pink.”’ 

Bill will see the early beauty of sun on snow, this year. 
That shiningest white of all white things. He’s wanted to. 
Terribly. During that last winter with its first pale waver- 
ing of light through the darkness, he tried to look at snow. 
Scooped some up on his little shovel from the tiny hill, 
while his sisters flew past on silver-runnered sleds. He held 
the crystals close to his straining eyes. But they were only 
cold, and wet and without beauty. 

And Bill wondered about the sky. People talked of its 
blueness so much. Lying long hours on his back in the 
fields, he used to think that if he could just get it close 
enough, he would glimpse .that incredible color. A whole 
half world of it. Now he has seen it. 

“It is blue,” he says, reverently. And no poet ever made 
words more vital. 

Last year Bill sang a Christmas carol. And played the 
accordion. He used to borrow it from the kids across the 
way, and learned to play little tunes by ear. Now, he wants 
one more than anything else in the world. It is his most 
fervent hope for Christmas. 

Not many Canadians will commence 1937 with the 
brand-new world Bill Brohman does. A further operation 
in the spring will give him ninety-five {Continued on page 79} 








10 CHATELAINE, DECEMBER, 1936 


60es 







Central Press 








Photos Ltd., 
London. 
s 
Topical Press. 
As a bride and young mother, Queen Mary lived in Marl- 
borough House. Now after twenty-five years in Buckingham 
Palace she is returning to the early scenes of her marriage 
UEEN MARY has gone back to Marlborough marble with their finely carved capitals and molded bases. 
House to live. Ten minutes it took her, a few It is, indeed, a fitting residence for a Duchess to have built, 
weeks ago, to drive through the crowded Mall a Princess to have left and a Queen to come home to! 
from Buckingham Palace. But in that journey she It cost Sarah, wife of the Duke of Marlborough, two 
covered a quarter of a century. hundred thousand dollars to raise the immense pile of stone 
And all the host of familiar things that are the essence in 1708. ‘The Domineering Duchess’’ commissioned the 
of a home were waiting to welcome her. For, when Her greatest architect of the Italian school, Sir Christopher 
Royal Highness went from Marlborough House twenty-five Wren, to build a magnificent abode that should rival the 4 
years ago, to live in Buckingham Palace, she simply left splendors of Versailles. It was to be a monument to her 
everything as it was. As though she thought to be going own and her military husband’s importance. 
back, one day. Now, the same rich scarlet and green Today, busy London comes and goes beyond the gates of 
damasks, the thick Oriental carpets and the French gilt | Marlborough House. Buckingham Palace takes on the new 
furniture, in their accustomed places, recreate the daysshe decorative note that a modern King admires. But they who 
spent there as a bride and young mother. go to see the Queen are gently drawn back to the early part For many years the rooms of Marlborough | 
True—while the late King and the Queen ruled Great of the eighteenth century. . . through the gay ’nineties, have stood empty. A corner of the drawing- 
Britain, the Queen Mother, Alexandra, lived for a while at the ’eighties, past Victoria and the Georges, to Anne, seam ts chown ebove. The emell deteh if 9 
Marlborough, spending her last years there. And occasional Queen of England when John Wesley was but a child. thes ta i, ce . ee 
garden fétes have been held in the historic grounds since. You can picture a twirling-mustached gentleman stand- rates how the suites are arranged in Marl- 
But in the main, all has remained as it was. Though cen- _ing beside one of the big open fireplaces with its chimney- borough House, 
tral heating and twentieth-century plumbing have been pieces of white statuary marble and fine dog-grates. You 
installed, the deep graciousness of royal generations pre- can almost see lovely ladies in crinoline under the great 
dominates. shimmering glass chandeliers, panelled ceilings with en- 
Standing in beautiful five-acre grounds in the heart of __riched gilt margins and heavy dentil cornices. There is, in 
London’s West End, the old mansion seems to have lost all this panelled dining room on the ground floor, still some 
sense of time. There is an impressive dignity about the tall, memory of the gay and splendid Derby Dinners given by 
entrance hall. A stateliness in the thick old walls, | King Edward VII when he was Prince of Wales. The well- i 


the great staircase and the fluted Ionic pillars of white 


seasoned oak floors have felt the [Continued on page 34} 
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He looked in alarm at the shouting, 


rushing throngs in the sfreet below. 
"| just shot a man," Ann said, whitely. 


13 


THE ROOM darkened, as time went on, then was lighted 
brilliantly to all its corners simultaneously as a heavy 
explosion from somewhere ciose shook its walls. Mason 
ventured to the window, pushed the shutters out. He had 
forgotten the sniper across the street, and was reminded 
only by a bright, sharp flash of light from a shadowed angle 
of the roof top, the report of a gun, and a bullet’s slap at 
his ear. He closed the shutters hurriedly. 

“That’s funny,” he said dazedly. “It’s funny that he 
shoots at me.”” He had never been shot at before; he had 
never seen before a man like that one, with a fanatic’s 
look of exultation, a fanatic’s chant upon his lips. 

Anne said quietly, when he returned to her: “What are 
we going to do?” 

“‘Well—” he began, and got no farther for a while. This 
business was all new to him; he didn’t know what to make 
of it. 

“Well, we’ve got to eat,” he said lamely, at last. “We 
missed lunch, and it’s dinner time or after—I’ll have some- 
thing brought up.” 

He pressed the service bell. He could hear it ringing at 
the end of the corridor, clamorously for many minutes 
against the uproar from the plaza, but no one responded 
to it. “I’ll go see what’s wrong,” he said. 

The corridor was inadequately lighted by one small bulb, 
the one kept burning all day. The other lights had not 
been turned on. He went warily down the wide passageway 
to the service desk. There was no one there, but in a little 
service pantry behind it was a tall man in whites. 

“Oh, hello,” he said, seeing Mason. He pronounced the 
word, “hallo,” like an Englishman. “I suppose you’ve 
come for the same thing I have, but I’m afraid it’s no use. 
There doesn’t seem to be even a crust of bread.” 

“Where is the desk man?”’ Mason asked. 

“Cleared out, I fancy, along with the rest of the help. 
The beggars probably know of some cyclone cellar, where 
they can stay until this thing blows over; or they may be 
out helping yell. Beastly business, hanging on like this. 
This is the fourth day of it.” | [Continued on page 47} 
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Honeymoon 


It took a Spanish Revolution to make them find it 


by FRANK BUNCE 


Mason and his wife, Anne, had been? waging one of 

those ferocious silent arguments that seem peculiar 

to the institution of matrimony. He was felling her, 
soundlessly, with occasional meaningful fillips of the travel 
booklet in his hand, that they were not going on to Italy; 
that England, with its lakes and inns, and its people who 
talked so you could halfway understand them, was the 
place to finish a vacation trip that already had become 
more than a little boring. And she was saying, likewise 
soundlessly, with determined concentration upon a pile of 
little road maps in her lap: “Oh, don’t be silly, please. 
England is impossible at any time but in the spring, per- 
haps. Nobody goes there now.” 

Outside, in the direction of a plaza which their hotel 
flanked, there began a sudden tumult; a roar of voices, 
a dim stutter of shots. Anne left off looking at the road 
maps long enough to try, unsuccessfully, to look out over 
the balcony without getting up. 

“I wonder what all that noise is?’’ she said, aloud. 

“Oh, just someone hollering. These Spaniards are always 
hollering,” he answered vaguely. With his mind in Eng- 
land, he hadn’t comprehended the significance of those 
shots. 

She accepted his explanation and relaxed, her bright 
head settling into the pile of cushions on the davenport. 
The tall room with its ancient Louis Quatorze furniture 
suited her very well, and she knew it; in her jade-green 
lounge pyjamas she might have been the blue-eyed captive 
of some Moorish prince. She was better looking now, 
Mason admitted—hence harder to do anything with—than 
she had been at nineteen. 

She finished her study of the maps. She yawned and 
looked up at the ceiling until, bored with doing nothing, 
she decided to give open battle. 

“The Barrs are going to be in Rome late in August,”’ 
she said. 

“Yeah?” He was provocative, but wary. In all their 
quarrels she was the aggressor, feinting brilliantly, leading 
with impetuosity; he was a counter puncher, willing enough 
to mix it, but cautious, waiting for an opening. 

“That letter this morning was from Flora. They’re in 
Munich now, and having the most delightful time. She 
says their Rhine trip was gorgeous.” 

He saw his opening. “Well, who suggested Spain, any- 
how? I wanted to go to England.” 

“No, you didn’t,” she said. “You didn’t know where 
you wanted to go. You never thought of England until 
you picked up that booklet on it in Madrid. It’s the wood- 
cuts and the advertising copy that got you. You believe 
everything you read.” 

They broke ground a moment, taking breath, eyeing 
each other with impersonal curiosity, like boxers after a 
sharp rally, and he had a moment of wonder that they 
could bicker so over trifles. This trip each of them had 
hoped, without ever quite saying so, might help them to 
recapture something precious and bright they had shared 
on their first honeymoon excursion fourteen years before. 
It had been a brief trite tour, to Bermuda and return, eight 
days, and they had been made to take it with Gilbert still 
shaky from a recent salary cut and not even sure he would 
have a job when he got back. They travelled tourist class, 
in a stuffy inside cabin, but they had been gloriously, 
irrationally happy. Things took a turn for the better not 
long after; and Gilbert now was not only sure of his job, 
but could almost dictate the price he would get for doing 
it. Yet this gesture at a second honeymoon, first class on 
a big liner to Cherbourg, their own car and travel-agency 
chauffeurs thereafter, had been a dismal failure. They 
knew each other too well now; neither had any more sur- 
prises for the other. Thrown into twenty-four-hour-a-day 
companionship, they wore on each other’s nerves. 


Jy: BEFORE hell broke loose around them, Gilbert 


The thought dismayed him. He had an impulse to say 
to her: ‘Look here now. It doesn’t make so much differ- 
ence whether we go to England or Italy, or stay right here 
in Barcelona, for that matter. It’s something in ourselves 
that’s wrong. We had arguments on our honeymoon, too 

we had an argument about where we would go when we 
left the ship at Bermuda. Only, it was a different kind of 
argument. You insisted that we go and have our pictures 
taken, because you knew that was what I wanted to do; 
and I held out for a cart ride around the island, which was 
your idea. We ended by flipping a coin, and I don’t know 
now who won, and I’ll bet you don’t either, it was that 
unimportant. What’s happened to us since then?” But 
instead, because they had been married fourteen years 
instead of five days, and because he felt he had to stand 
up for himself, he said: ‘I’m not so credulous. I don’t 
expect to see guys in cloaks and cocked hats running around 
with lanterns in their hands. Or knights in armor either. 
It’s just that I want to get to some place where I can read 
a menu or ask a guy what time it is.” 

“I can speak Italian,” Anne said. 

That was another rash opening; he took advantage of it 
joyously. “Sure. I know. Just like you could speak Span- 
ish. You said you learned it in school, but the trouble is it 
ain’t the kind of Spanish Spaniards speak. No one you've 
tried to talk to—” 

He never finished, for at that moment a bullet came 
through the window and embedded itself into the wall not 
very far from his head. 


IT TOOK a little time for him to realize what it was. His 
ears had grown accustomed to the shouts, the flat crackle 
of guns outside; his mind had rejected them as of no conse- 
quence. But the thin screech of that bullet, its thud as it 
flattened, shocked him into attentiveness. He looked 
incredulously at the hole the bullet had made; he got up 
and went to the balcony, and looked down into the street. 
In both directions, as far as he could see, were people rush- 
ing up and down, all hollering; though most of the shooting 
seemed to be coming from the direction of the plaza. He 
thought all the shooting was coming from there until he 
happened to look straight across the street to the tiled 
roofs of houses at about his eye level; and there he saw men 
with rifles, draped across ridges or tucked into odd corners 
of the housetops. All these men, except one, were aiming 
down into the street; but that one man, who had found a 
comfortable, flat place on a roof just opposite the balcony, 
was looking over his rifle barrel straight at Mason. 

The light of late afternoon was directly on his face, and 
Mason could see him clearly as if they had been a yard 
apart, instead of fifty. He was dark-skinned, very dark- 
haired, with intense black eyes; his face had a curious glow, 
like the faces of saints in the paintings of old masters, and 
his lips were moving in some chant that was soundless 
against the din from the plaza and the street. Mason 
looked at him with curiosity, only, until the rifle cracked 
and a little puff of wind rushed against his cheek. 

“Why, he’s shooting at me!” he thought, in amazement. 
The tall wood shutters at the window were only partly 
open and ready to his hands; he jerked them shut just as 
the rifle spoke again, and a bullet knocked splinters into 
his face. 

Anne spoke from just behind him. ‘What is it?” she 
asked. Her voice was steady, though her face had whitened 
in the sudden dimness of the room. 

“Revolution, I guess.” He tried to speak calmly, lightly 
even, though he didn’t think he quite managed it. Some- 
one downstairs had started screaming, methodically, 
horribly, and the yelling and the shooting from outside had 
taken on increased violence. It was hard to be calm in the 
face of all that. 

He moved back into a corner, away from the window, 
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taking her with him. He stood there a long time, not know- 
ing quite what to do, and then he thought with relief of the 


revolver in his luggage. He had been proud of the extra- 
ordinary stratagems by which he had brought that revolver 
through the customs, and inclined to boast of them; but 
with the gun found, and in his hand, he wondered whether 
it would be of any use to him after all. He remembered 
suddenly that he had never fired a gun. 

“Gosh, I wish I was more of a hero,”’ he thought. He 
look with displeasure at his dim image in a mirror across 
the room, He was thicker at the waist and jowls than he 
ought to be; he was beginning to show his thirty-seven 
years and his stomach trouble; and he had lived so long in 
one particular kind of well-ordered environment, dealt for 
so long with one particular kind of civilized problems, that 
he was in dread of having to adjust himself to any other. 
And he showed it. 
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too often with that rising, terrifying pain 
that all she asked of life was to stretch 
herself beside Stephen as he lay, and be 
able again to laugh into his dear grey eyes. 

Day followed day, and it became one 
week, and then two, and the small begin- 
nings of infection were checked, each one 
in time. The five hundred dollars Ann had 
received from Bertholdi’s melted away, 
and she felt a deep sense of pride that she 
had been equipped by that much to meet 
this emergency. But it was nearly a month 
before the doctor said, ‘A scar or two, 
that’s all.” 

A scar or two: but Ann knew that there 
was a quickened, suffering place inside her 
that would never heal, never make a 
merciful scar; and that was in the living 
flesh of her heart where for a little while 
Stephen’had been torn away—where for a 
little while she had questioned her love for 
him. She had thought she loved him; now 
she knew she would never again be wholly 
free from the fear that she might lose him. 


WHEN STEPHEN was released at last 
from the bandages, at last from the 
hospital, and she held him in her arms in 
the hotel room, she knew that never would 
she be able to forget the sublimity, the 
aching tenderness, the passion so over- 
whelming that for his sake she had had to 
hold it back, which she had felt when she 
had him back against her heart again. 

Tillie sent down the heated limousine 
and an extra man to drive Ann’s car back; 
and travelling through the snowy country- 
side with her hand in Stephen’s she remem- 
bered the trip with Tillie to New York. She 
was not now that same Ann: she never 
would be quite that self-sufficient Ann 
again. 

They arrived home in the lamp-lit 
evening, with everything fresh and warm, 
with flowers about and dinner ready, and 
Juddy’s loud and eager clamor from his 
bed. Ann clung to Stephen, telling herself 
that he was still not strong enough to bear 
the rapture it was to her just to be here 
with him; to have again the simple things 
that she had had before and not known, as 
she did now, how beautiful happiness is, 
and how fragile. 

And when, just as they were finishing 
dinner, the door was opened and a voice 
cried, “Anybody home?” something tre- 
mendous leaped up in Ann’s heart. She 
jumped up from the table crying “Kerry!” 
and was swept by him into one arm while 
he knelt down beside Stephen’s chair and, 
with his other arm around him, looked 
into Stephen’s face and said over and over, 
as one hardly aware of words, “You're all 
right, Steve? You're all right, old chap?” 
Ann, with tears in her own heart, could see 
Stephen’s face was quivering at the touch- 
ing, moving affection in the other’s bearing. 
He was hardly strong enough, yet, to 
bear it. 

The three of them! How could she have 
thought that Kerry no longer mattered? 
She cared about him. This affection of his 
was no cheap thing. She had not realized 
how in the background of her mind it had 
been extremely important to her that 
Kerry should come, and at once, with this 
deep affection, knowing that he was not 
as other people in their home. And he had 
come just so, and everything was all right. 
It was honest affection; she had a right to 
it; she could trust it. With surging relief 
and gratitude she turned her face into the 
rough tweed of Kerry’s jacket and kissed 
it. Everything was all right. Her throat 
was thick with happiness and relief. 

The month had done something for 
Kerry, too, because he spoke movingly, 
now, and deeply, with words of tenderness 
and affection that seemed almost strange 


in so masculine a person, of his attachment 
to them both, of the emptiness of the town 
without them, of his affection for Stephen, 
for Ann; for Ann, for Stephen. He turned 
from one to the other, his strong hands 
wishing—-Ann could feel it--to hold them 
both. They were all three of them, perhaps, 
carried away by the intoxication of home 
coming. 

Stephen lay down on the couch, covering 
his eyes from the light. 

“Kerry,”’ Ann said in a low voice, “I’m 
not going to jump Duna six feet, ever 
again.” 

“Ann?” Kerry’s eyes were suddenly 
searching hers. 

Ann did not try to hide the feeling in her 
eyes as she looked into Kerry’s. ‘‘I can’t, 
Kerry,” she said softly. “Not any more. 
Don’t you see? I could when I was a kid, 
and didn’t know any better. I thought it 
was smart, and clever—-and besides, I 
wasn’t afraid. It’s different now. Just 
life, Kerry, and good health, and being here 
like this—they are important.” 

She paused, because suddenly the 
sentences in her mind took on a new 
meaning. She looked at Kerry, long, and 
he at her, and then her eyes turned to 
Stephen and back to his. “I’m afraid, 
Kerry; that’s the truth of it. I wanted to 
do it—to have you know I could do it. It 
was just foolishness, you see. Just showing 
off. But there’s danger in it—and it’s not 
worth it. Don’t ask me again.” 

But she knew that what she was telling 
him was, Don’t ask me to kiss you again. 
I’m afraid of it, Kerry. That’s the truth 
of it. 

Did he understand her? She felt he did; 
for his eyes, looking into hers, grew very 
soft. 

“Of course not, Ann,” he said, and 
leaning forward he took one of her hands 
and turned it palm up, and kissed it. 
Something deep struck into Ann at that 
tenderness in the big hands that she had 
never until today found other than domin- 
ating. She cared about him, but he 
wouldn’t hurt her, and everything was all 
right. 


ABOUT ONE thing the doctor had been 
very outspoken; to Ann he had been even 
stern: it would be better if Stephen did 
not go back to work at all for a while, but 
if he must, then—-no laboratory, no 
microscope, no bright lights, no reading 

“Just play at working.”” How long? 
Stephen would have to be the judge of 
that. 

If the words filled either of them with 
apprehension, they concealed it from each 
other. If it takes all the courage I've got, 
thought Ann, I will make this sound like 
just the gayest holiday in the world. 

“You know, darling, it’s going to be 
fun! I suppose it is being selfish of me 
but I’ve just been realizing how that 
laboratory, my shop—they’ve been taking 
us away from each other, every bit of the 
best part of the day, ever since we've been 
married. We've never had mornings to- 
gether, or time just to sit around with each 
of us, feeling well and happy. And now 
for a little while we're going to have it. 
Stephen?” 

“Yes, dear.” 

“Don’t you see? We're going to have a 
holiday; time to go skating together, and 
skiing, and hiking, and reading! You'll 
have time for your ’cello again. Stephen! 
Why don’t you learn to ride a horse? 
Really— that’s an idea!” 

So there began for Ann one of the 
happiest periods her life had ever known. 
or so it seemed to her. It was not an 
exotic happiness; rather it was like a 

[Continued on page 50} 
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Ann stood a moment as if struck. Then turned to run blindly. 
only she could find Stephen! 
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; women are discussing this 
novel of the eternal conflict between a 


man’s friendship and a woman’s love 


by CLARISSA FAIRCHILD CUSHMAN 


[Synopsis will be found on page 50} 


look into to give her courage, Ann began to grow up. She could feel herself 

doing it; it was done by just sitting quietly in her chair, her voice unvaryingly 

calm, unbreakingly gay, and knowing that she must so sit, straining hours 
on end, beside the person most sensitive in the world to catch every expression 
and shade of her voice; a person who was now lying in a dark world of his own, 
more keenly tuned to the hidden tones of her voice than usual. She must so sit, 
no matter with how anguished a mind, and not ever let the fright, the panic, 
through; not once reach out even ever so little for comfort, for advice, even for 
affection. Not once; though it meant that with all her might Ann fought back the 
terrifying words: If your eyes are really injured, what will you do, and what 
will we do? 

As for Kerry, there was a numbness in Ann in the place that had been so warm 
for him. At the first real thing they had ever asked of him—and surely it had been 
Stephen’s need as much as hers—he had failed them. He wrote, but they were 
the stilted letters of a man not used to writing, and they only served to increase 
his remoteness to her. But her heart was too heavy-full of Stephen for it to 
matter. 

Yet there was a conflict in Ann’s mind in these blind days. If Kerry could 
upset her in the past, when she was most secure in loving Stephen, was she ever 
to be safe? If Stephen were to be maimed, or wholly blind, would her love survive? 
If it became pity, or kindness, would the tremendous pull of Kerry, of some Kerry, 
and the vital physical life he lived, in which she found herself so much more at 
home than in Stephen’s intellectual world, be too much for her? Would she in the 
end feel she must stay with him in pity, when in his strength she might have found 
it best to leave him? 

Well, it was not pity now-—not that kind of pity. Looking at him lying so still 
and long under the smooth white coverlet, Ann thought, never saying anything, 


; ITTING BESIDE Stephen’s bed day after day, without Stephen's eyes to 


Even as Ann looked Kerry's arms went round the girl and she was 
kissing him eagerly. 
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Marriage 


“Preparation for marriage still remains our mos 
problem . . « we train young people for everything’ & 


Armstrong Robérts 


MANY people approach marriage with an eye 

to what they are going to get out of it. 
“Why,” I asked a young husband who appeared 
before me not long ago, “did you get married?” 

“Because,” he said, “I was tired of living alone.” 

“Because,” said a young wife, in reply to the same ques- 
tion, “he told me he had plenty of what it takes.” But so far 
he hasn’t produced any to speak of.” 

She meant money, of course. Because when it comes to 
knowing what it takes to make a successful go of marriage, 
neither she nor the young man who had been tired of living 
alone have the slightest notion what it is all about. 

These two, and many others like them, who lay the 
wreckage of a marriage on my desk from time to time, Have 
not yet learned that they should approach marriage with 
an idea of what they are going to contribute and not ‘what 
they are going to get out of it. 

Compatibility is a word we hear a lot of’ these days. 
Everybody, from divorce court lawyers ths stenographers 
riding downtown in the street car, is passing it over his or 
her lips, and it is a high-sounding word. Yet, boiled down, 
it simply means the ability to give and take. And that 
ability to give and take is the secret of successful marriages 
today; just as it has been ever since humans first began this 
business of mating. 

We have gone a long way since those days—a long way 
since the turn of the present century, in fact—yet in spite 
of enlightenment, modern culture and all that, preparation 
for marriage still remains our most perplexing social 
problem. 

There is no school to teach it, and there should be. We 
train people to become plumbers and physicians, how to 
run adding machines and how to wave hair, yet we still 
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dodge the greatest training responsibility of all time: how 
to mate successfully. 

“The trouble with most marriages,” says a fellow judge 
down in the States, “is not so much childlessness as it is 
childishness.”” 

Childishness, he means, on the part of the people who 
contract to live together in a state of matrimony, but I 
sometimes wonder if he hasn’t, by referring to childishness, 
put his finger on the answer to the whole puzzle sur- 
rounding marriage and its problems. 

Is it not childishness on our part which keeps us from 
permitting schools or clinics where training for marriage 
can be secured by needy millions? 

I think so! 

a 
PRE-NATAL CLINICS, established during quite recent 
years, are a step inthe right direction. 

Improper}ys bor children were costing communities 
money, to k thetp in hospitals and to give them special 
treatment. Officials said: ‘‘We must look into this!” They 
did so, and decided forthwith that young mothers should 
be instructed how to bear children properly. As a result 
of which much good has been accomplished. 

But this is beginning at the wrong end of the ladder, so 
to speak. We must go farther back than this. We must 
take steps to see that children are bred properly. We must 
see that their parents have received reliable instruction on 
how to mate, and how to provide the proper home surround- 
ings into which to bring these brand-new lives, 


I LIKE—children aside for the moment—to think of the 
ideal marriage as having a quality best described as “‘two- 
in-one-ness.”” 
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as told to 
JACK MOSHER 


No marriage, in my estimation, is worth a snap ot the 
fingers if either of the two parties concerned bows down 
before or makes complete way for the other. Both husband 
and wife should retain a goodly portion of their separate 
personalities. They should continue, after marriage, to be 
as much themselves as circumstances will permit. In this 
way, nothing worthwhile is lost by the union, and provided 
they have desirable personalities to begin with, a great 
deal is to be gained. 

Complete understanding is necessary to bring this about. 
Understanding, I mean, between prospective husband and 
wife. There should be complete frankness on both sides. 
A man must say, in all kindliness, many times before he is 
married to a woman: “I am this sort of person. I like to 
do this and I like to do that. And unless I am allowed to 
go on doing this and that—with all due consideration for 
your feelings in the matter—you’d better look out for 
trouble, dear!” 

Likewise, the woman. 

For it is when a man and woman keep their true feelings 
and desires under, putting on an act which they think will 
become permanent as time goes on, that the charge for 
later marital explosion is being laid. 

Let me give you an example of such frankness and under- 
standing prior to marriage and the result. 

Some years ago a college friend of mine was going around 
with a very attractive girl. He was young and naturally 
wanted to marry her, but he was also a journalist who gave 
promise of making good provided he was enabled to enjoy 
the freedom of movement so essential to success in his 
particular line. A fact which the girl, being not only 
attractive but sensible, understood thoroughly. 

“But, Peter,’’ she said to [Continued on page 46 
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Chatelaine went gift-hunting for the happy 
suggestions on this page and on page 30. 






I. The Westinghouse electric coffee-maker. 
2. Buckinghams come in a special Christmas box. 
3. Good looking Colonial towels from Dominion Tex 
tile Co. 
4. Sweet Caporal cigarettes have an attractive gift 
box. 
5. The Hotpoint coffee-maker from Canadian Gen- 
eral Electric. 
6. One of Waterman's desk sets in gold, sapphire or 
steel grey. 
7. One of the charming new nightgowns designed by 
Stanfield's Limited. 
8. A dainty pair of pyjamas from the Woods Under- 
wear Company Ltd. 
9. A Parker desk set in black glass with chrome trim. 
10. One of the new silver tea services, and tray, from 
the ‘International Silver Co. 
11. A mahogany chest by the Honderich Furniture 
Company. 
12. “Coronation,” the newest Community Plate design. 
13. One of the new Kodak miniature models. 
14. From a group of interesting brassware pieces by 
Reckitts. 
15. A Mossfield blanket from Porritts and Spencer 
(Canada) Limited. 
16. Bluebird diamond set, all-platinum watch by 
Maurice J. Walsh. 
17. A set of men's Keystone military brushes in ebony 
or tortoise-shell. 
18. Charm," the newest model in Bisse!] carpet sweep- 
ers, mahogany finish. 
19. An oven thermometer with box for recipes, from 
the Taylor Instrument Companies. 
20. The Sunbeam automatic Mixmaster from the 
Flexible Shaft Company Limited. 
21. ‘Celestial, a new set of toiletware in Pyralin, by 
Canadian Industries Limited. 
22. A group of hand-made Cluny Lace handkerchiefs, 
from Dails Limited. 
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THEY STARRED AT SOCIETY FASHION SHOWS 


these 4 new Omoky Nail Shades 


A Societv’s most exclusive Fashion Benefits 
this Fall, the new “Smoky” Cutex nail 


shades made a tremendous fashion hit. 


The season’s newest crop of debutante | 
models doted on these subtler, softer nail 

shades. “They make ordinary one-tone polishes 

seem harsh by comparison,” they said.“They re | 
divinely flattering, as well as smart,” and “go 
with many more costume colors.” “Smoky” 

nail shades are definitely in! 


OLD ROSE is a subtle, utterly feminine shade—a | 
lovely soft rose, but in the new smart smoky key. 
Absolutely irresistible with evening pastels and just | 
made for the new wine shades! 
ROBIN RED is a new softer red—so soft even men { 
like it! It goes with anything, is wonderful with 

the new autumn browns and greens, and very so- 

phisticated with black and white. { 
CUTEX RUST is a grand, “different” color, a fascinating f 
smoky pink with a soft. brown undertone. It’s equally 
flattering to still sun-tanned hands or the dark ele- 


gance of velvets and sable. 


You’re sure of brilliant lustre and long wear with ‘ 
any Cutex color. And the wonderful new formula is | 
finer than ever. Created by the World’s Manicure 


Authority, it positively refuses to fade—and never 
thickens—it’s usable right down to the last drop in 
the bottle! 

Even if your income doesn’t run to Paris frocks, 
these “Smoky” nail shades will make you glamorous! 
You can afford them all—a mere 35¢ a bottle, at 
your favorite shop. 


Northam Warren, Montreal, New York, London, Paris 


Mauve 


A misty lavender 
—_- Perfect with 
> 


lue, gray, palecolors, 


MADE IN CANADA 








Rust 


Pink with an under- 
tone of brown—to 
wear with autumn- 
leaf colors. 


PW Light Rust 


A paler Rust with a 
golden undertone, 
Very glamorous. 


Old Rose 


A dusky rose. In- 
triguingly feminine. 
Lovely with pastels, 


Robin Red 


A new, softer red that 
everyone can wear, 
Goes witheverything! 
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Cutex Introductory Set containing your 2 favorite shades 
of Cutex Liquid Polish, Cutex Oily Polish Remover and the 
new Cutex Oily Cuticle Remover for16¢ 


Northam Warren Limited, Dept. 6T-12 

980 St. Antoine Street, Montreal, Canada 

I enclose 16c. to cover postage and packing of the Cutex 
Introductory Set, including 2 shades of Cutex Liquid Polish, 
as checked, Cutex Oily Polish Remover and new Cutex Oily 
Cuticle Remover. Mauve [) Rust () Light Rust [) Robin 
Red [) Old Rose [) 
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City Province 





Costumes by Germaine Montetl 
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YOUR FACE IS 


‘YEARS OLDER 


faults that start in your 
UNDER SKIN 





NE blemish can dim the freshness of your skin 

...make you look o/der than you are. A few 

coarse pores say, “She's getting on in years’ —as 
loudly as lines and wrinkles say it. 

The truth is, almost all skin faults get their 
start, not on the surface, but in the under layers 
of your skin. 

In your underskin are little hidden glands and 


Miss Jane Mellon 


**Pond’s Cold Cream 
keeps my skin soft and 
clear. It smooths out 
little lines,”’ 





cells and blood vessels. These are the foundation 
of your outer skin’s health. The minute they 
function poorly, pores begin to clog and then 
blemishes come. Even lines are really nothing but 
creasings in your outer skin, caused by failing 
tissues underneath. 

But— you can rouse that underskin to healthy 
vigor — by the regular use of Pond’s invigorating 
deep-skin treatment. 

Twice daily — for a fault-free skin 
Pond’s Cold Cream is made with 
specially processed oils which travel 
deep into the pores. Right away it 
softens dirt—floats it out... and 
with it the clogging matter from the 
skin itself. 

Now the rousing treatment — more 
Pond’s Cold Cream briskly patted in. 
How wonderful it feels. Blood tin- 
gling. Skin glowing .. . and so much 
softer! You are waking up that under- 
skin—setting it to work again for that 
clear, smooth, line-free skin you want, 


Mrs. Adam K. Luke, Jr. says: “Pond’s Cold Cream certainly keeps my pores fine.” 
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Your HANDS too 


deserve Pond’s care! 








NOW TRY POND’S 
NEW CREAM LOTION 





with the large jar of 
Pond’s Cold Cream 


(approximately 4 oz.) 
at the usual eco- 
nomical price of 
the cream alone 


Treat your hands 
to Pond’s care. 
Pond’s new lotion 
gives you all the 
benefits of acream in 
a non-sticky, grease- 
less form... quickly 
softens and whitens 
hands. Don’t miss this opportunity to get 
a regular size bottle of Pond’s new cream 


lotion ABSOLUTELY FREE. 
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For the Jeune Fille... 
& Profile under flowers. 


Nosegays perched on 
those high-tide swirls. 
Little bows tacked to 


forelocks. 


For Gayer Decor- 
ation . .. collars 


that are stitched ds 
x looped in 
ol bright ribbon — 
on caught with 
am D> s chains — clipped 
= & in bows. 





For newer skirts. . . Inter- 





est accumulating from the 






principle of braid, bows 






and pleats. The cullotte 






carried over, in flannels 






and woollens. 
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How you hate to think of his ever growing up... 
that turbulent, carefree, lovable little scamp of yours! 

Yes, for you these are the most precious years 
of all. But for your child they are a maze of 
hazards! Doctors refer to them as “the danger 
years from | to 6”. 


Malnutrition and many infectious diseases 
are at the peak now. 


The child each day burns as much energy 
for his size as a grown-up. 


Lowered vitality is easily brought on. 


It’s clear, mother, that your child needs every 
ounce of protection you can give him. And happily, 
there are certain simple home safeguards. One 
of the best known of them is Cream of Wheat! 
Cream of Wheat is a blend of selected hard wheat 
from Canada’s best growing areas. It is a cereal that 





Wtillions of Mothers. during the past 41 years have 
served Cream of Wheat regularly for breakfast... with great 


effectiveness. This cereal gives children needed energy. 
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is rich in the food energy children need for health 
and thrifty growth. It is smooth and granular in 
form, assuring great ease and speed in assimilation. 

Children like the delicious flavor of Cream of 
Wheat. There is no coaxing needed to get them to 
eat it. 3!2 million bowls are served every day! 

May we suggest that you ask your doctor about 
Cream of Wheat? Have him tell you of its record 
of success, its purity, its ability to help bring 
weight gains naturally. 

Your child deserves — your child should have — 
the daily protection of Cream of Wheat. The cost 
for a whole year is less than $1.80! Order some 
now ... in hygienic, sealed packages that are proof 
against the taints and contaminations often found 
in cereals sold loose in sacks or bags! 

Silverware! Wm. A. Rogers Al heavy silver plate, made by 


Oneida, Ltd. See offer on Cream of Wheat package. The 
Cream of Wheat Corporation, Winnipeg. 


i> 


Angelo Patri, internationally known educator, author and 
Parent Counselor, says: “‘Little children need every day the kind 
of food energy Cream of Wheat gives so abundantly.” 








® Cream of Wheat is rich in a type 
of carbohydrate second only to 
sugar in the speed and complete- 
ness with which it is assimilated. 


® Doesn't tax digestions. Even 
delicate young systems handle 
Cream of Wheat with ease. 


@is a good source of the food 
energy every child needs. 


@ Encourages steady, natural 
gains in weight. 


® From one big package you get 
more than fifty servings at a cost 
of less than one-half cent apiece. 


Made in Canada from best Canadian hard wheat. 


Never sold loose in bags — only in this box. 





Your Doctor — ask him his opinion about Cream of Wheat 
and the many benefits it brings to growing youngsters. More 
likely than not, he recommends it often. 
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W anted— 
Children for Christmas 


(Continued from page 7) 





got me down here—? Sally Ellis!” 

“I know. It’s awful. I’m selfish and 
I’m acting like a baby. But I saw the 
family off today—Seth, I’ve got to do 
something about Christmas,” she said. 

Seth was throwing his coat off and 
muttering, ““You’re darn right it’s awful. 
Telling me you were sick,” and things like 
that. 

“Seth, did you hear me?” 

“Yes, but I’m sore. I was as busy as 
heck tonight and you—” 

“I know, but let’s not think about it 
any more. Anyway, I am sick, homesick 
or heartsick or something. I feel too awful. 
And when I think of Christmas, I want to 
scream. I’ve been having Christmas with 
those children for twelve years. And 
they’re gone. Gone!” 

“Oh dear.” Seth sat down resignedly. 
“You didn’t want your family, now you 
do, off again, on again—are all women like 
you?” 

Te.” 

“Well, what do you want me to do? Get 
a Santy Claus suit and come down the 
chimney?” 

“Oh, you wouldn’t do. I mean, you’d 
just be a starter. We’ve got to have some 
children. We’ve got to find some—for 
Christmas.” 

“Well, I’ve got some new rat children, 
four hundred and eighty—” 

“Seth,”’ she said with mild firmness, 
“I’m in earnest. Christmas is nothing 
without children. I’ve got to have at least 
one. Or I'll go crazy.” 

“Go crazy? You are crazy. Well— 
‘Wanted: to Borrow One Child for Dec. 

“Yes, only I mean it.” He gazed at her 
amoment. Yes, she did mean it, screwy 
woman. 

“Well, great thunder, Sally, I can’t pro- 
duce a child out of my hat. Wait a minute 
—what about Jasper?” Jasper was the 
janitor’s son and colored. 

“But he has a home.” 

“Oh, it has to be homeless.” 

“Well, we couldn’t get any others. I 
mean, you just couldn’t walk up to par- 
ents—” 

“Well, as for me, I don’t want any 
others. Come on, Sally, be grown-up. 
You’re stuck without your family for 
Christmas. All right, you’re stuck. I'll 
take you to dinner and the theatre, I'll 
even ask your unattractive friend, Elsie, if 
you like. We'll struggle along.” 

“No,” said Sally, “we won’t ask Elsie. 
You're always rude to her and it makes me 
crawl.” 

“Well, she’s so ugly.” 

“Ugly! Good gracious.” 

“You're not ugly, if that’s what you 
mean. You’re plain. But you're distin- 
guished-looking. I think it’s your long 
nose. Besides, you’re not plain when you 
smile. Your mouth is beautiful.’ 

“Oh bosh.” 

“Whereas Elsie’s mouth looks like a 
camel’s,” concluded Seth. 

It was this same unfortunate Elsie, a 
decorator though undecorative as Seth had 
often said, who telephoned Sally the next 
morning. “My dear, I wonder if your 
sister-in-law would—it’s this, my dear. 
I’m leaving for Montreal today. It’s a big 
job. I’ve got to go. But it leaves my 
children high and dry—”’ 

“What children?” 

“Oh. Oh, hadn’t I told you? Some kids 
from a farm near me in the country. 
Wretchedly poor, father no good, mother 
nice, eight kids. I promised them a trip to 
the city for Christmas. They arrived 
yesterday—” 

“All eight?” 
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Beatrice Spencer Smith has a unique job in 
attending Her Excellency the Lady Tweedsmuir. 


LADY- IN- 


WAITING 


What Does She Do ? 


IF THE census taker goes to Rideau Hall, 
in Ottawa (and why not?) he will write 
after the name, Beatrice Spencer Smith, 
occupation: Lady-in-Waiting to Her Excel- 
lency the Lady Tweedsmuir. But if he 
begins to define the post, to get a record 
of hours, duties and holidays, he will have 
to give up. 

Canada’s only Lady-in-Waiting has a 
post as unique as it is subtle and indefin- 
able. Its ramifications are tangled in the 
distant threads of English court history; 
its demands as modern and pressing as the 
quick-moving, zestful life of the present 
Governor-General’s wife. 

Slim and fair, Miss Spencer Smith is a 
tall and delightful official shadow, never 
far from Her Excellency at social, philan- 
thropic and state affairs. She is in atten- 
dance wherever the chatelaine of Govern- 
ment House goes in public. She presents 
people to her, finds those in whom she is 
particularly interested, and brings them 
up for presentation. She accompanies the 
Lady Tweedsmuir on shopping expeditions 
club visits and charity calls, After a din- 
ner at Rideau Hall she brings the feminine 
guests to Her Excellency, in turn. At the 
opening of parliament, the pages are in her 
charge and she explains the intricacies of 
the court train to them. When organiza- 
tions or groups telephone to discover what 
Her Excellency is wearing to a function, so 
as to choose suitable flowers, she talks to 
them. She also describes Lady Tweeds- 
muir’s costumes to the press. 

She’s an official name-rememberer. She 
writes a great many letters. 

One of her happiest duties is the ar- 
rangement of flowers throughout the beau- 
tiful rooms of the old Ottawa viceregal 
residence. She confers with the gardener, 
and deference is paid to Her Excellency’s 
preference for white and love of carnations. 

She has no set hours or holidays. But 
she finds time toindulge in her favorite sport, 


riding, and is taking a keen interest in 
Little Theatre in Canada, as she did in 
England. Much of the club work which so 
interests Her Excellency also finds an 
enthusiastic supporter in Miss Spencer 
Smith, for she was on the committee of 
the Ugley, Essex, Women’s Institute, of 
which her mother was president, in Eng- 
land. She is learning to ski. She’s keen 
about the knitting and sewing activities 
which Her Excellency and a group of 
Ottawa women have undertaken in aid of 
relief work. 


Although she has an audience with Her 
Excellency each morning at ten o’clock to 
discuss the day’s activities, she smilingly 
admits that her post doesn’t encompass 
many of the duties of a Lady-in-Waiting 
in the time of Queen Elizabeth. That 
monarch’s attendants looked after her hair, 
dressed her. Queen Victoria was, as his- 
torians generally agree, a definitely inde- 
pendent sovereign. It was during her 
reign that the duties of the Lady-in-Wait- 
ing changed considerably. 

Today, in England, Ladies-in-Waiting 
take turns in assisting with the Queen’s 
duties, and live alternately in the palace 
for periods of about a month. From an old 
record of Elizabethan times, indicating the 
privileges and duties of such attendants, 
is this item: “Each Lady-in-Waiting shall 
be allowed three gallons of beer a day and 
four loaves of bread.” 

Although Miss Spencer Smith frequent- 
ly lunches and dines with members of the 
viceregal family, her rations have never 
been defined. 


She has been a close friend of the Buchan 
family for years, and did lessons with Mrs. 
Fairfax-Lucy at Elsfield Manor, near 
Oxford, also travelling abroad with her. 
She is, of course, in attendance on Her 
Excellency during the Dominion-wide tours 
of the viceregal party. 
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“No, just two, Leroy and Leota, my 
pets. Darlings, really, eight and nine. 
And I was wondering if your sister-in-law 

I can’t send them back 


“IT’S THE day before Christmas—you 
know the poem, “Twas the Night Before 
Christmas’ ’’—Sally was saying inanely. 
Well, she felt inane. Also addled. It was 
three o'clock and five hours ago she had 
acquired what she wanted, Christmas 
children. In this period, she had also 
bought a Christmas tree, decorations, 
presents, food, holly, all by telephone; she 
had telephoned Seth somewhat incoher- 
ently; she had fed the children one meal; 
she had wrestled mightily with them for 
the joyous Christmas spirit. 

So far, neither had spoken, even to each 
other. They had made not a human vocal 
sound unless one large and impressive 
belch on the part of Leroy may be counted. 
Their terror was complete. The city was 
frightening enough but Elsie, at least, had 
been familiar and reassuring. Now Elsie 
had vanished; they were with a strange, 
unheard-of woman in a strange, unheard- 
of place. 

They made no complaint. They followed 
Sally's brightly-spoken suggestions ‘‘Now 
we'll have lunch, shall we? Now let’s poke 
up the fire’’—-because they were accus- 
tomed to obeying. But their thin faces 
were sharp with fear. Once in a while 
Sally caught them looking at each other 
with eyes that were truly desperate. She 
had become desperate too. What to co 
with such wild little frightened creatures? 

She sat down now before the fire with 
them. “Would you like to hear a story?” 

Leota looked at Leroy. Leroy looked at 
his legs, legs clothed in thick black stock- 
ings patched with brown. All their clothes 
were such sad clothes for children, Leota’s 
dress a clumsy, made-over hand-me-down 
of purple serge and black braid, Leroy’s 
Sunday-best a grotesque set of trousers 
and coat, also obviously made at home. 
“Their poor mother,” thought Sally. ‘She 
tries so hard.” 

“T’'ll tell you about how Santa Claus 
came to be Santa Claus, shall I?” Was 
that a small dim light in Leota’s eyes? 
“All right. ‘Once upon a time in the King- 
dom of Old King Cole there lived a fat 
little boy who was always dressed in a 
bright red suit.’ ”’ 

But they weren’t listening. Leroy still 
inspected his stockings, Leota moved her 
hands nervously, held her eyes to the 
floor. Wild despair filled Sally. What shall 
Ido? What shall I do? she thought, as she 
heard her voice babbling on with the tale. 

I'll have to take them home, she decided 
hysterically, take them back to the coun- 
try and home—this afternoon. It’s a flop. 
My beautiful Christmas—these poor in- 
fants— 

The doorbell sounded. “Oh!” She flew 
up and into the hall. It was Seth, loaded 
with clumsy packages and looking cheerful. 
“Seth!” She almost fell into his arms. 
“Come in quick and help me!” 

“What’s the matter?” 

“They’re so scared. They haven't 
spoken. Seth, I don’t know what to do! 
Here it’s Christmas and these children 
they’re so pathetic—I'm nearly crazy 

“Calm yourself,” said Seth and walked 
in. “Hello,” he said to the two small backs. 
Leota turned her head stiffly. Leroy crept 
down more tightly in his seat. 

Sally looked at Seth significantly. He 
threw off his coat, began unwrapping a 
long, ungainly package. “I don’t know 
what anybody else around here is going to 
do,” he remarked, “‘but I’m going to pop 
corn. You see, Sally, you have to pop the 
corn, then you have to string it and put it 
on the Christmas tree. That’s all right, 
you don’t need to move,” for the children 
had begun to scuttle. ‘You just sit there 
and tell me if I do it right.” 

He bustled and talked, filled the popper, 
held it over the coals. The first kernel 
leaped, sprang into white blossom. “Aha,” 
said Seth. Another leaped and flowered, 
another— {Continued on page 26} 
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From this Christmas on 


OR only $39.50, you buy a movie 

camera that’s simple to use as a 
Brownie—yet so fine that you'll hardly be- 
lieve your eyes when you see the movies— 
your movies—on the screen. 

Wind the spring . . . aim through the 
finder . . . press the button—you’re mak- 
ing a movie. That’s all there is to it. 

Ciné-Kodak Eight has changed the 
world’s ideas of home movie costs. It 
gives you 20 to 30 black-and-white movie 
scenes—each as long as the average news- 
reel scene—on a roll of film costing $2.60, 


finished, ready to show. 


Think of what it will mean to have real 
movies of the children as they grow—of 
the important days—of the trips and vaca- 
tions—of this Christmas season itself... 

You’re thinking over the big gift for 


Christmas—what can compare in instant 





appeal and lasting enjoyment with Ciné- 
Kodak Eight? Your Ciné-Kodak dealer will 
gladly show you the Eight and examples 


of the movies it makes. 


This film alone gives you movies in full 
color—no accessories needed 


With Kodachrome Film, Ciné-Kodak Eight makes 
movies in gorgeous full color—as easily as in 
black-and-white. 
either camera or projector, under normal condi- 
tions. The film alone does everything. Your 
Ciné-Kodak dealer has some wonderful Koda- 


chrome reels to show you. 


No accessories are needed for 


In Canada “Kodak” is the registered trade mark and 
sole property of Canadian Kodak Co., Limited, Toronto, 
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by MADAME 
LOUISE DE KIRILINE 


Copyright 1936 Louise de Kiriline. 


How important a part can toys play in the development of a child’s 


personality? Read about the Dionne babes - - then advise Santa 


- j “THE LOOK of unmistakable pleasure and content in 
the small nondescript faces of Yvonne and Annette 
when, being the two largest quintuplets, they were, 
for the first time, placed on the table in the grey- 

faced little nursery of their first home, for a change of 

scenery and for increased freedom of tiny limbs, was proof 
enough of the undeniable benefit of the new habit. 

They were yet too small and too weak to kick, but the 
mere change in position seemed to fan into life the germs of 
future vigor and strength, which were still dormant in the 
muscle cells of their feeble bodies. 

From the day they were moved into their new home, at 
the age of three and a half months, excercise hours became 
important items on the programme of the day. 

To plan and to arrange everything suitably and con- 
veniently for five babies is quite different from handling 
the daily needs of only one child. So, to solve the problem 
of providing safe exercise for Yvonne, Annette, Cecile, 
Emilie and little Marie, a specially made table proved to be 
an excellent solution in every way. In size, six feet by four 
feet, and lower than an ordinary table, it looked like a large 
shallow box on legs. An upstanding ledge, about seven or 
eight inches in height, ran along the edge of all four sides of 
the table. The bottom of it was well padded with cotton 
wadding, covered first with a thin sheet of oilsilk and then 
with bunny blankets secured underneath the pad with 
safety pins. 

Thus the famous “‘rats’ nest” came into being. It came 


by its name from one of the nurses. One day, standing in 
the observation window looking in at the cavorting babies 
in their soft downy play-box, she exclaimed amusedly: 

“Look at them. The whole thing just looks like the 
softest mess of a rats’ nest.’”’ And so from that time it 
became the “rats’ nest.” 

A few days after the arrival at the new home, when the 
babies had recovered sufficiently from their serious ailment 
of intestinal toxemia, they were put out to play on their 
homemade exercise table for the first time. Rays of soft 
sunshine of early autumn, falling in through the three large 
windows close by which the table was placed, played on the 
pallid flaccid cheeks of the small babies, only a short time 
ago out of their incubators. 

To fully enjoy the new-found freedom of their enlarged 
playground, it was at this time that the five made their 
appearance in special day apparel instead of in the night 
dresses and sleeping bags of their premature days. Now 
there were the soft woollen jackets over loose, light day 
dresses, under which could be glimpsed a four-folded diaper 
and a soft shirt, short, white woollen socks on tiny feet, tied 
to the ankle with a knitted riband ending in dancing pink 
balls. There was lots of room for kicking in this new day 
attire and for waving small hands in the air. There were no 
tight strings anywhere to hinder movement; no tensile 
elastics in any place to exercise undue pressure on undevel- 
oped muscles. 

But these first days the kicking was far from vigorous. 
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The babies’ first Christmas—spent mostly in 
the famous ‘Rats’ Nest." Admiring them, 
from left to right, Nurse Patricia Mullin, 
Photographer Fred Davis, Dr. Dafoe, Nurse 
Yvonne Leroux and Madame de Kiriline. 


For the most part all the little girls lay blinking with large 
wondrous eyes at the strangeness of everything around 
them. And, when they had looked for a while, they fell 
asleep—as softly as a leaf drops from a tree. Only Yvonne 
and Annette were equal to more animated activity than the 
others. A pair of besocked legs would heave themselves in 
the air and then flop back again as if unable to keep their 
own slight weight aloft. A small fist might perhaps lift 
itself tentatively and fumble around with a jerkiness of 
motion which bespeaks lack of discipline and co-ordination. 
And that was all at this time. 


BUT A FEW weeks later I invite you again to look in at 
the babies as they enjoy their hour of exercise in the “rats’ 
nest.” 

What a change! What a picture of movement! What a 
sight of life and enchanting happy babyhood! 

Separated from each other by a small hill of soft cushion, 
the four biggest sisters are each in their own corner of the 
playbox and little Marie, the smallest of all, in the very 
middle. All legs, tinged in a pastel pink and tan and with 
rounded muscles parted by deep folds, are in constant 
motion, raised high up in the air, then with a resounding 
flop brought down again on the {Continued on page 60} 








CHATELAINE, DECEMBER, 1936 


V re 
\ apped in Originality 
times, before 


And theref. 
eretore twi ° 
, l “eo € > ° 
ce as interesting 
~ criticized instead of admir 
autifully furnis 


27 


a lovely effect. Some- 
is being 
for 


often spoil 
it, your home 
ed. This bedroom, 


hed. The w indow treat- 
ains, the spread, the 
all shout *“tattle- 
ause «++ 


It’s little things that 
you know 


instance, is be 
t is charming. But 
the dressing-t 
” And that’s a needl 


the curt 
able skirt, 
ess shame bec 


men 
canopy; 
tale gray. 


























re 
aan “bunchy"? Then put it 
. soy. holly-decked paper with 
7 -hearted bow. A tiny Christ. 
f nas tree can echo the paper's d : 
o- = a more formal box * 
= = of paper are effective 
= - ong shapes ... and a child’ 
cking very easily made of pa > 
with ruffled bandings. 2 
a 
It’s easy to keep “tattle-tale gray” out of your 
home—if you make Fels-Naptha Soap your fr iendly 
washday helper. Remember that it’s left-over dirt 
i that makes clothes take on that dingy, tattle-tale 
< A cone-shaped . look. But Fels-Naptha’s richer, golden soap and 
ee sages sais a peppy: dirt-loosening naptha get out all the dirt. 
rae tt paper So change to Fels-Naptha Soap. And get easier 
‘ [a ned ‘paper with seme washes, whiter clothes, and a lovelier home! 
j a aan cut from strips of red 
are clever ways for h i 
unusual agg — 
. { 
Silver band ini 
er - s on a shining black box 
oe one corner are always effe . 
2 ya candy-stick effect for child = 
Only en “ee on some pretty girl's sift, 
i pr ae of a number of effective 8 
ing the bright Christmas ribbons 
is suggested, ba 
' 
COPR. 1936, FELS & CO. oa 


Banish Sallle-Sale Gray” = 


wilh) FELS-NAPTHA SOAP! 











26 


“Dont worry about me 
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Grn common cold is bad enough 
in itself. But the real danger is 
that it may blaze the trail for more 
serious diseases or reduce your re- 
sistance to their attacks. 
Before you realize it, what you think 
is' just-a “cold” may develop into 
— or even oe. Don’t 
orget that pneumonia may also start 
oudtealy. even without a cold. 
The ‘first symptoms of pneumonia are 
y chilliness or a severe chill, pain 
in the chest or side, headache, cough, 
and fever. Such symptoms mean that 
not a second should be lost. Go to bed 
and send for your doctor. Remember that 
pneumonia is a communicable disease. 
nursing, complete rest and rea- 
sonableisolation are absolutely essential. 
Lobar ja is caused by many 
different types of the pneumonia germ 
—but each type is specific and can be 
identified. Should anyone in your family 
have pneumonia, your doctor will prob- 
ably arrange for an immediate laboratory 
examination of the sputum to determine 
which type of pneumonia is present. 
Serums are available which are highly 


—it's just a Cold” 


] 


Just a cold now—but it may lead to influenza or pneumonia which, on 
‘ {an average, cause over 8,000 deaths each year in Canada. About half 
at of these deaths occur in December, January, February and March. 


effective in treating certain of the types. 
Not all cases of pneumonia should have 
serum treatment. Your doctor will 
decide. 


Pneumonia is a serious infection, but 
with the increasing defenses, medical 
scientists hope to reduce its heavy toll. 
During the next four months it will do 
the most damage to those whoare not on 
guard. If your physical resistance is low- 
ered by overwork or unusual fatigue, too 
little sleep, overindulgence in food or 
drink, or exposure tocold and wet, pneu- 
monia germs may gain quick headway. 
At this time of the year it is a wise 
precaution to have your doctor look you 
over very carefully to see whether or not 
you have diseased tonsils, sinuses, ade- 
noids, teeth, or other physical impair- 
ments which may lower resistance. 
You will be much safer during the 
coming winter months if you keep your 
vitality high. 

Send for the Metropolitan's booklet, 
“Colds, Influenza, Pneumonia,” which 
contains valuable information about the 
prevention and care of these diseases. 
Address Booklet Department 12-L-36. 


Keep Healthy—Be Examined Regularly 
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Wanted— 
Children for Christmas 


(Continued from page 22) 





“Shake it!’ sounded a shrill voice. 
“It'll burn!” Leota, the housewife, had 
commanded. 

Seth said, shaking feebly, “Oh yes, of 
course.” 

“No, this way!’’ Leota sprang from her 
chair, seized the handle, began shaking 
heroically. 

“Oh,” said Seth admiringly. 

Still Leroy only watched, his eyes warily 
following the white dancing imprisoned 
fury. 

“Butter,” said Seth after a moment. 
“We have to have melted butter. Could 
you get some butter, Leota, and melt it 
here by the fire?” 

Leota gave him a brief, reproving glance 
over her shoulder. ‘I’m busy,’’ she said 
primly. . 

“Well, I was thinking maybe Leroy 
could pop while you 

A scramble from Leroy’s chair, a 
brotherly push at Leota’s crouching figure. 
“Here, gimme!"’ came a hoarse voice. 

Leroy had spoken! Sally sat down 
weakly. 

By six o'clock the small tree was 
trimmed. They had all worked zealously. 
Leota turned out to be especially gifted at 
threading popcorn, Leroy was a master at 
clipping on light bulbs. True, he got three 
upside down but they all agreed that the 
effect was novel and charming. 

They had supper by candlelight, with 
holly on the table, and the children ate as 
they had been too timid to eat at noon. 
“We don’t get chicken at home,’’ said 
Leota. “We got chickens, but we gotta 
sell ’em.” 

“Of course,’’ said Sally. 

“We get mush,” said Leroy. 

‘Well, mush is pretty nice.” 

“Chicken is better.”’ 

When the ice cream came, Leroy obvi- 
ously didn’t believe his eyes. “Kin I eat 
it all?” 

“Surely,”’ said Sally. ‘And more too if 
you like.” 

Leota was digging her spoon in deep. 
“I had a ice cream cone oncet,”’ she said 
newsily. “The drugstore man give it to 
me free.”’ 

The last of the ice cream had been 
pushed down, the spoons had been licked 
finally. “Bedtime, I expect,”’ said Sally. 

“I don’t want to go to bed,” spoke 
Leroy. 

“But don’t you go to bed early at 
home?” 

Leroy turned his great grey eyes on her. 
“But this is a party!” 

“We ain’t never been to a party before,” 
added Leota. 

“Then you stay up till nine.” Sally 
spoke decisively. ‘‘People always stay up 
till nine at their first party.” 

Their smiles flashed at her. Ah, those 
smiles they had learned to give her since 
afternoon. Sally had long known that 
smiling children are the happiest sight on 
earth, but she had forgotten the smiles of 
unfortunate children, young, sober, bur- 
dened faces breaking suddenly into pure, 
childish glory for a moment. 

They hung up their patched stockings, 
Sally got Leota into her meagre night- 
clothes. Leroy, who slept in his underwear 
and did not know that any male ever did 
otherwise, stripped off his outer layer. 
She bundled them in blankets and Seth 
read the story of Bethlehem from St. Luke. 
The story of poverty-ridden folk in adverse 
circumstances was not strange to Leroy 
and Leota but the point was not entirely 
lost, for Leota nodded wisely and said, 
“He was the best man that ever lived and 
this is His birthday.” 

They were in bed, Sally’s bed—she was 
to sleep on the couch—when the delivery 
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“Bless department stores and 
shoppers and Christmas Eve 
deliveries,”’ said Sally, pouncing. Sweaters, 
stockings, shoes, underwear, woollen gloves. 
A book for Leota and a hair ribbon; a 
pocketknife and a sled for Leroy. 

“How in thunder do you expect them to 
lug all this stuff back to the farm?”’ 

“Oh, we'll have to hire a car and take 
them-——didn’t I tell you? Oh, Seth.” She 
laid down Leota’s book. ‘‘This is such a 
perfect Christmas.”’ 

He saw her ardent eyes, her happy 
mouth. “Yes,” he said, “‘it’s grand.” 


boy came. 
personal 


IT WAS LATE the next night and they 
were tired and cold, but Sally said, ‘‘Come 
in for a minute, anyway.” She made 
cocoa, Seth lighted the kindling. They 
sat again as they had so many times, two 
friends before her fire. 

“It was just what you wanted, wasn’t it, 
Sally?” 

“Yes. It was simple and beautiful and 
innocent.”’ She smiled, remembering. 
“What was the high spot for you, Seth?”’ 

“When Leota wouldn’t eat the raisins, 
I think.”’ Leota wouldn’t eat them so she 
could take them home to her mother. 

i ae 

“What was your high spot?” 

“Oh goodness, there were so many. 
Leroy’s singing—did you ever, Seth?” 

“No, never.” 

Leroy had said, “I'll sing if you want 
me to,”’ and thereupon he did, in a solemn, 
hoarse, dragging voice hardly suitable to 
his song, ‘Rule, Britannia’—but it was 
the only voice he had and the only song 
he knew. 

“Leota patting her hair ribbon,” said 
Sally. “And Leroy counting his knife 
blades. How many times do you suppose 
he counted them, Seth?” 

“About a hundred. But they were glad 
to get home. I was interested in that.” 

“Yes, so was I. And I liked it. They 
have a poor home—it was pretty shocking, 
wasn’t it, Seth?—but they’re loyal, they 
love their home, you could see that. Poor 
people are often like that, I imagine. And 
the mother. That face. It told everything. 
Ah, Seth, all that food you took them. 

“Akh,” growled Seth. 

“She almost wept. I bet she does hate 
feeding her children mush all the time. 
When she saw that turkey—”’ 

“Well, dash it, the kids had never tasted 
turkey before,” said Seth testily. ‘By the 
way, did you miss your beefsteak?”’ 

“Oh, shut up.” 

“Well,” Seth rose. “I’ve got to be at 
the lab at eight.’’ He eyed her accusingly. 
“You look tired. I wish you had enough 
sense to marry me and let me—” 

“T have.” 

“Have what?” 

“Enough sense.” 

“Good heavens!” Seth sat 
abruptly. 

“T got it yesterday.” 

“Got what?” 

“The sense.” 

“You're delirious 

“No, I fell in love with you yesterday, 
Seth. I began to feel all curly inside about 
you.” 

“All curly?” 

“Yes, curly feelings around my heart. 
Love.” 

He glared at her. ‘‘Why should you get 
curly all of a sudden yesterday?” 

“Because you-—-because of the way you 
handled those children. Here I’d been 
muddling around and you walked in and 
in five minutes 

“That’s no reason for falling in love.” 

“It is. It’s a woman’s best reason. Why, 
it was simply wonderful, Seth, the way 
you 

“Nothing wonderful about it. I just 
treated ’em like rats. Rats are shy at first 
but if you don’t pay any attention to 
‘em—” 

“Oh, Seth, darling.” She was giggling 
now. “You're such a nut, what am I doing 
marrying you?” 

“You're getting a good home, that’s 
what you’re doing,” growled Seth. 


down 
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at restaurant tables and in theatres. Ask the All- 

Important male. Does he enjoy watching the lip- 

stick and powder puff do their housework in the 
presence of forty or fifty people? Or even of Himself, for 
goodness sake. He still likes to think of his lady as a charm- 
ing, completed picture, despite modernity in all its insidious 
phases. Honestly, hasn’t the man of your choice mentioned, 
a propos of some quite, quite other female going at it 
vigorously on the rialto, that he hates to see women 
make-up in public? 

Woman, don’t try to beat the red danger signals. Just 
sit down quietly and decide for yourself how you can stay 
fresh and dewy, ivory-nosed and ruby-lipped in spite of the 
rigors of the day and evening. It will be worth it. 

For instance, figure out how long your original make-up 
takes to do. Ten minutes is the minimum for an efficient, 
skilful morning workout. That, with a slight hair-comb 
after you reach the office—if you go to business—should 
carry you through until noon, without a thought about it. 
Then comes an important time. Don*td@ave the house or 
office for a luncheon date without a complete remake-up. 
Even if you're more painstaking in the morning, ten min- 
utes will do it nicely at noon. 


[sts ISN’T any alluring way to retouch make-up 


HUNNING 
HEPALo 


hy ANNABELLE LEE 


If vou have to keep someone waiting a few minutes, slice 
the time off your lunch rather than your make-up. It’s 
worth it. 

Then, if you’re going home after bridge or shopping or 
office day, at five, a bit of powder, rouge and lipstick applied 
in the privacy of a dressing room will see you through. But 
if you're a real gadabout, and have a dinner date, too, take 
another ten minutes for remake-up. Do it carefully and 
thoroughly. This will take care of dinner and the evening, 
with a five-minute visit to the dressing room after each. 

Thus, adding a fifteen-minute treatment period, at bed- 
time, your make-up should be competently looked after in 
less than an hour a day. 

You probably have your early morning routine pretty 
well under control. Cleansing cream and refresher and 
powder base, then rouge, eyebrow pencil and lash darkener, 
if you use them, and lipstick and powder. Beauty experts 
do say that make-up can be done so as to last all day. But 
they strongly advise a complete doing-over at noon and 
dinner time. If you have an oily skin, your make-up comes 
off more easily than if your skin is dry. If you’re in good 
physical condition, you'll stay done up longer than if 
you're not. That goes for perfume, too. A healthy heat of 
the body brings out the fragrance. {Continued on page 32} 
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“I do love your evening tints, 
Jane Seymour!’’ 


“T’ve been using the same shade of rouge and lipstick for ages,” 
said a client who came to my Salon. “I’ve always thought it suited me. 
But lately it seems to look all wrong.” 


“My dear woman,” I said, “you can’t choose rouge and lipstick for 
ever and ever amen. The smart thing to do is to change the shade to 
harmonise with your clothes. And especially in the evening.” 


“But this is a revelation!” she said. “I always thought it was a law 
of the Medes and Persians that make-up had to match your colouring.” 


“So it has,” I said, “but supposing, like so many women, you're 
wearing the new mulberry and wine fabrics, you'll find my new fuchsia 


make-up indispensable. \ Sf 
“It looks best after you’ve banished all traces of shabby sunburn & “ . 4 — 


with my Bleaching Cream, and got your skin into good condition with . 

Cleansing Cream, Juniper Skin Tonic, and Orange Skin Food. Then 

make up with Petal Cream and Peach Powder, my new Fushsia Rouge— ~ & 
No. 6 Mulberry Lipstick and my new Blue Eye Shadow. The effect’s 

quite ravishing.” 


It certainly was in her case! For I happened to meet her at a party 


v 
the other night, and I saw she'd followed my advice to the letter! “I Jane Seymour 
do love your evening tints!’ she said. 
BEAUTY PREPARATIONS 


Ask for these preparations at any smart shop together with my book 
“Speaking Frankly”. Or, if you have any difficulty, write to me: 
Jane Seymour, Lumsden Building, Toronto. And please tell me who 
is your favourite local druggist so that | may get in touch with him. fas 

10 \\ 


fi 


‘ih | 
lI p- 
Wy 
My Bond Street Salon is at 23 Woodstock Street, Bond Street, London W.1, England, where many of the most famous and WL 
most beautiful women of the Empire visit for regular treatment and personal advice. If you intend visiting the Old Country re” 
do not fail to call. Trade Mark 
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Men and | Women ‘4 


7 -Ohristmas 








Annabelle Lee has many suggestions from the 


heauty world lo please your family and friends 


The gifts suggested on this 
page only indicate the wide 
variety available in each of 


the lines illustrated in per- 


vj 
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COLGATE-PALMOLIVE 


oN 
Ld 


LOVELY TO GIVE OR 


25¢ to $1.50 


GIFT BOXES 









These beautiful Colgate-Palmolive 
Christmas boxes havebeen planned 
with an eye to your personal gift 
problems. They're sure to delight 
those hard-to-get-gifts for people. 


Every box contains a useful assort~ 
ment of high quality toiletries. 
Every box is of unusually attrac- 


tive design carried out in radiant 
Christmassy colours...and every 
box is priced most reasonably. 
Look over your list now. There's 
a Colgate-Palmolive box for 
everyone on it, that you ll be glad 
to give and they Il be glad to get. 








































fumes, soaps, beauty kits, 
inte ft by Colgate’s Gift Box, for » 
ae: ee an. ene those thousands of men who use EE 
; COLGATES 
powders, manicure prepara- Colgate’s every day. Dental Cream, to | assdenehearaa 
tions, lipsticks, lotions — All keep their teeth gleaming whites Shave Py 
; Cream, to give them uick, lasting na 
the fascinating preparations shaves; and the Lotion and Talc that <i 
which can bring such pleas- add the final touch to a perfect shave. re 
; pi sirtaleaee | : The dollar box contains large sizes. The we 
ure in the subtle flattery their same box in medium size costs 50c. ‘ 
giving implies, provide a | oe 
means for settling the gift | 
Ly . — | This delicately perfumed Cashmere 
problem ina simple yet most | : “ate 
f Bouquet Box will be thrilling to get on 
effective way. | Christmas — The long lingering j 
fragrance of the per ume, the face powder, 
13. Hel . vot the talcum and the soap has been loved ' 
. Helena Rubinstein'’s new | | f h tS 
| »y women Ior more than a hundred an 
lipstick and matching com- thirty years. Cashmere Bouquet gifts are | 
pact. always welcome gifts. | 
i 
14. Pond's powder. aaa | 
Tokeep that important man wena ' 
Aibehode chavi : and handsome . .. give him Colgate’s 
i Lifebuo; Beret ate “Top Hat” box. Its full assortment of att { 
tek, coe utili Colgate Toiletries includes the Giant size il 
ore Pe PSI Ser, Dental Cream, Rapid Shave Cream, 1 
bath powder and soap. Dental Powder—and the large size Shave Jna=l 
Talcum and Shave Lotion. It will last : ie 
17. ‘Bond Street,” a new a long, long time. teed 4 : 
perfume by Yardleys. oC 
ae 
18. A set a Woodbury , For those men with tough beards and 
toilet preparations. tender skins... Palmolive, made with 
ae soothing Olive Oil. The large size 
19. Elizabeth Arden's beauty Palmolive Gift Box contains a "sem 
kit, with a quickly adjusted tube of Palmolive Shave Cream, large 
wileene bottle of Palmolive Shave Lotion, the yy =~ ee 
, large Palmolive Shave Talcum and a yy - i 
Lanlt i cake of Palmolive Soap. Medium size \f f= 
Spree PONS pox te Palmolive Gift box is50c. | Hilt 
men. HELL 
21. The new Tattoo lipstick. FOR EXTRAS, GIVE THESE | | | 
INDIVIDUAL COLGATE- Ss 
22. The Club Kit of Cutex PALMOLIVE ITEMS. — | 
manicure preparations. SURE TO PLEAS 
23. (Below) One of Coty’s : 
new perfumes. 
Fragrant 3 cakes of Cashmere at 
Cc as f mere Bouquet, the best loved a 
B ouquet soap in the world eee 
D ustin g on perfume of the a 
owder ih same lovely, lingering 
arge size. fragrance. A truly - 
She'll love it! thoughtful gift. 










These gifts are for sale at all drug and department stores 














BRUNETTE A 


See if the Shade of Face Powder You Have 


Been Using is the Right One for You! 


 Ledly Either 


You think you can describe your complexion 
by calling it “fair,” “dark,” “pink and white” or 
“olive.” You think you know just what shade of 
face powder goes with your particular skin. 

But I want to give you the surprise of your 
life! I want to show you—at my expense— 
that you probably belong to the vast army of 
women who habitually use the wrong shade of 
face powder —a shade that never permits them 
to look their loveliest or their youngest! 

The reason women make this mistake is that 
they choose face powder shades according to 
old-fashioned notions of “type.” But you aren’t 
a type. You’re you—an individual! No 
two skins are alike. Even the same skin alters 
with the years, the seasons, the state of health. 
Doesn’t this check with your own experience? 


There's Just ONE WAY to Tell! 


The only way to find the most becoming, flatter- 
ing shade of face powder for your skin now — 
is to try on all five basic shades. Any other 
way doesn’t give your complexion the ghost 
of a chance to show which shade it demands. 

I don’t expect you to buy 5 big boxes 
of powder for this test, when one box 
will be all you'll need afterward. Just 
send me your name and address, and 
by return mail Ill dispatch all 5 shades 
of my Lady Esther Face Powder, free 
of charge. 


When the five shades arrive, do 


this: First, look at them all and, just ~~ 
for fun, guess which shade you think ee 
City 


Lady Esther, Ltd., Toronto — 12, Ontario 


Please send me by return mail a liberal supply of all five 
shades of Lady Esther Face Powder; also « 7- days’ supply of your 
Lady Esther Four- Purpose Face Cream. 


is most flattering to you. Keep that shade 
in mind. Then try on every one of the five 
shades. Give yourself plenty of time. Be sure 
to remove each shade completely before you 
try the next. But the important thing is to 
try all five, before you make up your mind 





which is most becoming. Then compare the | 


one you select by actual test, with the one you 
guessed at — you'll get the surprise of your life 
to find your guess was undoubtedly wrong. 


Prepare for a Surprise! 


Do you know what is quite apt to happen? A | 


complete reversal of everything you thought you 
knew about yourself and your face powder shade. 


Why, thousands of women have told me that | 


the shade they guessed in advance as the winner 
—didn’t win at all! Often the winner has turned 
out to be the very shade they thought couldn’t 
possibly suit them! This shade added life and 
vivacity not only to the skin but to their whole 
personality—and madethem look years younger! 

Write today for all 5 shades of Lady Esther 
Face Powder. Then make the test I suggest and 
see for yourself how right or wrong you have 
been in your selection of face powder shade. 
Mail coupon now! 


CEPR O ECE E REE HEHEHE SEER THEE EEED 


PESO eseerereeeseceeeee 


Province —— 
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Flatterin; Gilts for 


Puzzled about choosing something just right? 


These pages will help you find it quickly 


Everybody likes fine toilet- 
ries. It's a compliment to a 
pretty woman to give her 
one of the fragrant creams 
or beauty sets that are avail 
able these days. And it's a 
comfort to a well-groomed 
man to give him his favorite 
products in a 
Christmas box. 


convenient 


Year by year the beauty 
preparations become more 
attractive as gift sugges- 
tions. They represent gifts 
be over- 
Here are some sure- 


which can never 
done. 
fire ideas for your list this 
year. 


|. Courtenay's Manicare. 


2. Jergen's Lotion. 





3. Ingram's Milkweed Cream. S 
4. Calay Soap. 

5. Hinds Honey and Almond 

Cream with the dispenser. 

6. Italian Balm. 

7.A case of Moonglow 

manicure preparations. 

8.'’Marvellous,’ the eye- 

matched’ make-up. 

9.A set of cream and 

powder from Lady Esther. 

10.One of the new Jane 

Seymour beauty kits. 

11.A set of Tangee prod- 

ucts. 

12. A toiletry set of Mitcham 

Lavender products. 

Below: Williams Holiday 

Package for men. al 
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Plan a Gay Winter with Kay Murphy, bringing 


latest clothes news from New York in her. . 


FASHION SHORT 


Jon a gay winter we re i lanning ror 

| don't know which will be the most 
popular... those smart little after 
noon affairs, or cosy dinners, or 
formal evening affairs when you don 
your best bib and tucker to stagger 
the Male of the Moment... 
But | do know that you'll have all 
kinds of pretty little dresses to wear, 
for never has there been such a 
choice — 

* 
ses If you're stepping 
B, te out in the afternoon, 
OX*>=s\ there is the voque 

for the short-sleeved 
ig \~ jacket dress — with 
| | flared skirt — and 
I) generally a metal or 
/| |\ lacy blouse atop the 
‘ry, skirt. The jacket 
\4! 1s \\ covers this, of course 
roe grand for you 
gals who leave the office just in time 
to keep the date. 

* 

If you simply can't get Himself to 
climb into a tux or tails, and you're 
dying to dress for that little dinner, 
there are p-p-plenty of long-sleeved 
dresses in smooth crépes, velvets or 
lace which are just the right thing. 
Those high-necked ones (giving you 
a chance to wear a string of pearls — 
three strands are better than one!) 
are full of allure, let me tell you 


zy And if the party is 
REALLY a party — 
oh, what a chance 
you have! Metal 
cloths are better 
than ever — and so 
are clingy velvets — 
and crisp taffetas— 
Wy and sleeky laces — 
«| \t\ and the vogue for 
ee VERY fine wool 
broadcloth evening 
dresses continues to be strong. . 
a 


So much jewellery is being worn! 
Pearls, diamonds (rhinestones to you!), 
heavy old silver and gold bracelets 
and dog collars, set in BIG stones are 
all in favor — watch out for coral 
and turquoise jewellery — you'll find 
they are winners all along the fashion 
line — So many black dresses take 
on new glamour with a rope of corals 
twisted around your neck... 





i 
Flowers are everywhere! On your 
dresses — in your hair — tied around 
your arms as bracelets — even 


popped on your shoes, as buckles! 
There really is nothing quite so femi 
nine and delightful as plenty of 
tlowers and you'll be wise to take to 
them — for they do things for you 

. Always sprinkle them with per 
fume — makes them just that much 
more exciting! 

& 

The swallow-tail coat atop of your 


evening dress is quite the smartest! 


thing — cut almost like a man's, it 
generally is in a contrasting fabric. 
< Veils uslitha tutte bs 
Law a lovely white tatteta evening 
gown, with a royal blue velvet 


swallow-tail coat. 


@ 
The ‘'Madcap" is a 
cute little hat that ha | 
come across from Paris DY 
(Lelong started it on its 5 
career) =. four pieces r 
of suede with a band Ve 4 


ing of Persian or cro 
cheted wool... and 
there's the cap. Looks 
ike a little boy's topper—and it does 
set off a gal’s curls to advantage... 


Now there is the fad to have your 
name on your bracelet—these brace- 
lets come in adjustable link form — 
you choose your name from an assort 
ment of initials — and there your 
name is spread around your dainty 
ittle wrist! Just one of those tricky 
little novelties that the Younger Gen- 
eration always falls for... 


The man-tailored short f 
jacket suit continues to 
be triumphant. It goes 
so well under a fur coat 
— ora fur collar coat 
—and, of course, when 
you pep it up with a 
bright blouse, it is just 
the thing for those sud- 
den lunch or teatime 





dates. . 

s 
STADIUM SHADES are the newest 
colors — really bright reds, roya 


blues and greens. Spot the Stadium 
at the next hockey game with one of 
those vivid shades .. . they appear 
in warm, woolly dresses as well as 
warmer, woollier coats . . 


& 
We're seeing so 
many "Coronation" ec, 
prints now — both 


in silk for dresses, 
blouses and such, as 
well as in cotton: 
for kiddies’ dresses 
pyjamas, smocks ... 
oh, pretty well 
everything! Some 
of these prints show 
the royal carriage, with crowns and 
sceptres — others show the "Prince 
of Wales" plumes — still more have 
little sketches of Buckingham Palace 
and the Tower of London... 
wo 





So much Persian! Persian coat: 
Persian trimming on coats, Persiar 
trimming on dresses and suits, Persia: 
hats, or hats trimmed with Persian... 
it looks like a ‘Persian Parade" all 
winter long! They're even wearing 
Persian-trimmed gloves . . . just to be 
lifferent! 
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Soca se Giles varon ebotepid egdidil 
ney _¢, comfort, grace and fit. Select it with 
confidence if it bears the "yS#7_ 7. label: 
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when he cleans your teeth 


(THERE is nothing known that 
will clean and polish teeth so 
quickly and leave them so gleaming 
white — as POWDER. 

That is why your dentist, when 
cleaning your teeth, as you know — 
always uses powder. 

As it is only the powder part of 
any dentifrice that cleans, a denti- 
frice that is ALL POWDER just 
naturally cleans best. 

Dr. Lyon’s Tooth Powder is ALL 
POWDER — 100% cleansing prop- 
erties. This is more than twice the 
cleansing properties of tooth pastes. 

Dentists everywhere recommend 
Dr. Lyon’s Tooth Powder, because 
— teeth simply cannot remain dull 
and film coated when it is used. Dr. 
Lyon’s cleans off all stains and 
polishes the teeth in a harmless and 


Dr. LYON’ 


practical way that leaves them spark- 
ling — many shades whiter. Free 
from all grit or pumice, Dr. Lyon’s 
Tooth Powder cannot possibly 
scratch, or injure the softest enamel. 


Dr. Lyon’s keeps your teeth 
REALLY CLEAN and clean teeth 
mean — firm, healthy gums and the 
least possible tooth decay. 

Powder leaves your teeth feeling 
so much cleaner, your mouth so re- 
freshed, and your breath so sweet 
and pure. Once you use powder you 
will never go back to tooth paste. 
People by the thousands are chang- 
ing daily. 

Dr. Lyon’s Tooth Powder is not 
only doubly efficient, but it costs 
only half as much to use. Even a 
small package lasts twice as long as 
a tube of tooth paste. 





TOOTH POWDER 


MADE IN CANADA 


our Dentist Does- 


| 


| 





Running Repairs 


Continued from paae 29 





SINCE A HEAVIER powder stays on 
better, yet is not so good for the skin, you 
might try a light powder next to your 
powder base, brushing it on carefully, then 
dusting a heavier powder over it. Particu- 
larly if you’re going for a motor trip or 
some such thing. There’s a little trick for 
keeping your lipstick on, too. Trace the 
line of your lips carefully, then press 
powder on. Dust it off, and go over the 
lips again. The first layer has a tendency 
to stick. A little bit of cream brushed over 
the lips gives them a pleasant moist 
appearance, but cuts durability. 

Another point— it’s a good idea to use a 
paste rouge for your home make-up, 
blending it carefully. But for repairs in 
the course of the day, use a dry one. 

Be sure to have a little make-up kit at 
the office. Your favorite creams come in 
small jars fitted into a tiny box. This will 
be your helpmeet at noon and closing 
times. Removing all cosmetics, you work 
deftly to make the best of your ten min- 
utes. Dash on a refresher, rub in a thin 
film of powder base, apply your powder, 
rouge, lipstick and remake your eyebrows. 
Your purse requires only a compact for 
powder and rouge, a lipstick and small 
comb. Comb those new up-curling waves 
and you'll find they stay beautifully put. 
Get your hat on at exactly the right angle, 
have a deft brushing of coat and shoes, 
and—bring on your dates! 

But here’s the danger point. You've 
finished a delightful lunch or dinner at a 
cozy twosome table with the man of the 
moment. You know your lips are slightly 
paled, your nose-tip has a tendency to 
assert itself. Will you dazzle him with a 
smile, as he stands waiting to adjust your 
wrap, and do a quick job of it? 

Never! 


EXCUSE YOURSELF. Do it quietly, 
naturally. You will have glanced around 
and located the position of the ladies’ 
dressing room during dinner. Or failing 
that, you will approach a waitress. Then, 
in privacy, before a good mirror, you can 
swiftly repair any damage. Take a last, 
unhurried look, from head to toe, before 
you leave. Now you can forget about your 
face for several hours. After the theatre, 
avoid that scramble for lipstick, powderand 
comb in the darkened auditorium. Noth- 
ing shoots your poise to pieces as it does. 
Simply leave quietly and without con- 
fusion, carrying hat in your hand if you 
feel it can’t be adjusted without a mirror. 
Again, go to the dressing room and, if 
nothing more, get the assurance that your 
looks are top-notch. After that, keep your 
thoughts and hands away from your hair 
and face. 

For an important evening party, the 
beauty experts will impress on you the fact 
that your night—or stage— make-up will 
stay put until the crack of dawn. And by 
all that’s beautiful, don’t try retouching 
during the evening. Don’t do anything 
to your eyes except under a good light and 
with a steady, unhurried hand. 

Don’t make up brilliantly one day, and 
come down the next with barely a whisk of 
powder. It’s disconcerting to the general 
public. 

Remember that you have to change your 
make-up to suite your clothes, and their 
colors. Choose orangy shades of rouge and 
lipstick with those new browns and greens, 
for instance, rather than red ones. And 
there are quite coppery rouge and lipstick 
colors for those copper and Chinese fabrics. 

Fifty per cent of feminine poise depends 
on a sense of being well made-up. And 
that elusive thing called glamour is tenderly 
fostered by clever women who never get 
caught at the mechanics of it. 
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FOR EVERY FIGURE 


The FLEXEES foundation garment is a 
symphony in line- adding harmony of 
proportion to every figure. Tall or short 
- plump or willowy —there is a FLEXEES 
combination or girdle that contributes 
a grace and loveliness of figure you 
ata le Sell tM ol lett t ttt 1 oe el 
in the ‘‘twin-control’’ magic which has 
been woven into FLEXEES—a control that 
moulds but never binds the figure. It's 


the new, modern way to figure-flattery! 


In Twin-Control for the average figure 
—Super-Control for the full figure. At 
all good stores. Girdles $3.50 to $15. 
Combinations $5 to $25. 


ARTISTIC FOUNDATIONS, inc. 
417 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y 
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THE WORLD'S LOVELIEST FOUNDATIONS 


Manufactured in Canada by 


FLEXEES (CANADA) LTD. 


240 Richmond Street W. 


Toronto, Canada 
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Armstrong Roberts 


B udget—or Beware ! 


by JEAN MacLAURIN 


SOMETIMES I think it is actually the 
word “‘budget’”’ which, arousing some 
atavistic instinct, makes the hair rise 
metaphorically speaking—on the backs of 
our necks, while unuttered growls form in 
our throats. 

And it’s all wrong, gals! 

We women should purr over budgets, 
for far from being inhibitive and shack- 
ling, they give us an opportunity such as 
we can never have in any other way, to 
become legitimate exhibitionists. 

We can exhibit our executive ability to 
manage the household money without 
having to pussyfoot ingratiatingly around 
the house when the first of the month 
draws near, for, if women manage the 
household money, there won’t be any need 
for friend husband to look grim every 
thirty days and say: ‘‘Now let’s get these 

blank — bills reckoned up and see what’s 
left to live on!” 

Suppose you forget, for a moment, the 
antipathy the word budget arouses in your 
breast. Better yet, suppose we get some 
basis of comparison. You wouldn’t expect 
to make a dress without a pattern and 
have it look like a Paris model, would you? 
And you wouldn’t expect to bake. without 
a recipe, a cake which would break down 
the morale of your dieting friends, would 
you? 

Well, there’s the basis of comparison. It 
isn’t any more possible to manage your 
household money and achieve the best 
results without a spending plan, than it is 
to make a lovely gown without a pattern 
or to bake a perfect cake without a recipe. 

Don’t be one of those people who look 
hopeless and say: 

“What’s the use of budgetting? It takes 
all we make to live as it is. There’s never 
anything left over to budget.” 

That’s right where I want to stand up 
and doa cock-a-doodle-doo, for budgetting 
isn’t making fantastic plans to safeguard 
the distant days of old age and keep you 
from going over the hill to the poor-house. 
It is meant to be a pattern, or recipe, for so 
administering the income that it ade- 
quately covers the outgo and does leave 
something over not just for sickness or 
sudden death or destitute decrepitude 
but for fun. A new definition of budgetting 
is “telling your money where to go instead 
of wondering where it went.” 


FIRST OF all reckon up the income you 
can count on with some degree of confi- 
dence, for the coming year, for on the 


closest possible estimate of income, 
whether it be regular or irregular, the 
budget is built. Base your calculations on 
the possible low income level, rather than 
on the possible high. 

If you realize that no business operates 
successfully without a budget, and that 
family finances need to be just as carefully 
controlled, you will devise a spending plan 
which will divide the family income, 
allotting definite sums to meet various 
necessary and fairly arbitrary expendi- 
tures. 

Forget those old percentages of 25% for 
housing, 25% for food, 15°% for clothing, 
1213% for savings, 10% for operating and 
1213°% for everything that doesn’t fall 
into one of these classifications. You are 
likely to find out that the percentages will 
work out more nearly to 30% for housing, 
16% for food and 14° for clothing, leaving 
you 30% for other essentials and for a 
possible inclusion of some desirable non- 
essentials. The April issue of the Labor 
Gazette calculates its “all items’ in the 
cost of living, by giving the following 
weights to each group: food 35%, fuel 8%, 
rent 1816%, clothing 1815%. sundries 
20%. 

You'll have to work it out your own 
way, but for goodness sake, if you are one 
of those who are ‘“‘just getting by” and 
whose cost of living is your income, do 
something about it! 

Headings which will take care of the 
breakdown of living costs— including 
everything from the dog license to interest 
on the mortgage-—need be no more numer- 
ous nor varied than your own method of 
living indicates. Suppose we take a con- 
crete case and see how this budget business 
works. 

The case history is that of a young 
couple with one small child, owners of their 
home who, thinking that insurance is a 
good way to save money, have taken out 
several policies, amounting in all to 
$10,000. 

Their income, derived from salary only, 
is $2,700 a year and when their case came 
to hand, the husband had been out of 
work for some time and their small savings 
had dwindled to nothing. They had bor- 
rowed on the life insurance, were $220 in 
debt, and the wife’s ill health made it 
necessary to employ help permanently in 
the home, so that the food costs were those 
of three adults and a child. 

The cost of owning their home, under 
the heading of Shelter, comes to $498 a 





thrive and grow ever lovelier 


with the care of these 


GERM-FREE BEAUTY CREAMS 


Exclusive Germ-free Ingredient 
helps protect skin from Blemish 
...new Sunshine Vitamin D 
element quickens the skin’s 
youthful breathing process 


YLEAR, lovely skin! That’s the complex- 
.. ion Woodbury’s Germ-free Cold Cream 
will bring you! It helps guard yeur skin, 
however sensitive, against the blemishes 
that germs can cause. 


Germ-free as long as it lasts 


A scientific ingredient keeps Woodbury’s 
Cold Cream permanently free from germ- 
growth. 109 dermatologists proved, in un- 
biased tests, that this cream is of special 
help in keeping the skin clear! 


But Woodbury’s Cold Cream does far 
more! Itnowcontains Sunshine Vitamin D. 
This new element helps stimulate skin 
cells to breathe more rapidly. And only 
when the skin breathes quickly, takes up 
oxygen at a rapid rate, does it retain its 
youthful vigor. Vitamin D in Woodbury’s 
does this for your skin. 


For finishing. use Woodbury’s Facial 
Cream. It protects against wind, dust and 
blemish-germs... blends your powder and 
rouge with even smoothness. Each, 50c, 
25c, 15 in jars: 25c. 10¢ in tubes. 
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SEND FOR 9-PIECE LOVELINESS KIT! 


Brings you trial tubes of Woodbury’s Cold Cream, containing 
Sunshine Vitamin D, and Woodbury’s Germ-free Facial 
Cream. Also guest-size cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap; 
6 sample packets of Woodbury’s Facial Powder (Germ-free), 
one each of the 6 fashion-approved shades. Send 10c to 
cover mailing costs. Address John H. Woodbury, Ltd., 
Dept. 737, Perth, Ontario. 
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Sokn Ht: Woodbury Ltd, on all Woodbury products. 








Cupp froze at the touch of 
her Chapped, Rough Hands! 
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All four sizes—$1.00, 50c, 25c, 10c 
— contain more lotion than similar 
sizes of other well-known lotions. 


You'll find the big dollar size the 


most economical of all. 
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ONY soft, appealing hands can light 
the flame of love. But how can a 
girl keep her hands exquisite, when 
cold weather cracks the skin and water 
roughens and coarsens it? 


Easily enough with Jergens Lotion! 
Even though the mercury drops. Even 
though you wash your hands 8 times 
a day and have them in water at least 
8 times more, as recent tests revealed! 


For Jergens penetrates the deeper 
skin cells, quenching their thirst, over- 
coming their dryness. Compared with 
other leading lotions tested, Jergens goes 
into the skin faster, more thoroughly. Its 
fine emollients, and two special soften- 
ing ingredients make rough, red hands 
quickly smooth and white again! 


Keep Jergens in bathroom, kitchen 
and office. Use it whenever your hands 
have been in water, always after expo- 
sure to cold. Then your hands will 
have the tender softness that brings love! 


FREE! GENEROUS SAMPLE 


Prove for yourself how swiftly and thoroughly Jergens goes 
into the skin, conserves and renews the youth-guarding oils 
and moisture your hands need! 
The Andrew Jergens Co., Ltd., 824 Sherbrooke St., Perth, 
Ont., Canada. 
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The Queen Goes Home 


(Continued from page 10) 





tread of kings and queens of every land, 
princes and princesses, dukes and duch- 
esses, Women as gorgeous as birds, men in 
glittering uniforms and court dress. 

Today, Marlborough House is a place of 
quiet and a gentle haven. Queen Mary has 
seen fit to keep the spirit of earlier days. 
Even wallpapers in the private apartments 
are replaced in much the same colors and 
patterns as they were—satin striped, with 
plain grounds, in white, ivory and pastels 
for the reception room; many old-fash- 
ioned designs for other quarters. 

Walls and woodwork have been painted 
cream, which the Queen likes for a back- 
ground. Touches of her favorite blue have 
been introduced into most of the lovely old 
rooms. For her private sitting room, on the 
first floor, she has decided on walls hung 
in silk of an exquisite pale green, harmon- 
izing softly with the whole. 


THERE HAS been little, if any, new fur- 
niture needed for the old house. At 
Buckingham Palace, Windsor Castle and 
Sandringham House, there was a great 
quantity of furniture which is Queen 
Mary’s personal property, much of it 
accumulated by her in the past twenty- 
five years. For many weeks she was en- 
gaged in sorting this out, deciding which 
pieces she wished to take with her, which 
were to remain or to be sent into storage. 
And she has personally superintended the 
arrangement of the rooms. 

Her own little drawing-room will have 
the antique gilt French furniture from her 
former boudoir at Buckingham Palace, and 
in other rooms of her new home the Queen 
has restored the old. ornate—some massive 
—pieces that were used by Alexandra 
when she lived there. 

The Queen’s love of antiques has long 
been known. Her collection of objets d'art 
and paintings is one of the largest and most 
valuable in the country. Although there 
are 200 rooms in Marlborough House, 
she will be hard put to it to find a 
place for all her treasures. Among them 
is the miniature of her eldest son, King 
Edward, done when he was six, and which 
follows her everywhere. 

Although she will be seventy next June, 
Queen Mary has supervised every detail of 
the moving in, herself. 

Her expertness as a chatelaine, her per- 
sonal knowledge of every phase of house- 
hold management has long been a tradition 
in the Empire. Now it is being put to daily 
practice. Interviews with designers and 
experts, calls to tradesmen, visits to stores 
have been part of her daily programme for 
weeks. Recently, for instance, she rang up 
a famous flooring company and said that 
some of the parquet floors wanted renew- 
ing, while others needed only scraping and 
polishing. And called another firm to ask 
for an exchange on certain off-shade hang- 
ings. 

In fact, for some time it was a daily 
occurrence for a large green limousine to 
drive through the great iron gates of 
Marlborough House at about ten-thirty 
o’clock; for ‘‘bobbies’” to salute, and 
passers-by who caught a glimpse of the 
grey-haired, erect woman sitting inside, to 
doff their hats. This was Queen Mary, 
going to inspect the preparation of her 
new home. 

The Queen’s flair for domesticity ex- 
plains such modern appliances as electric 
hot plates in the small dining room, and a 
new service lift from the kitchens. Special 
consideration has been given to the re- 
planning of the kitchens themselves, on 
modern lines. 


Queen Mary’s private suite—her study, 
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boudoir and bedroom—on the first floor 
has, too, been made more comfortable, 
redecorated and the hot-water system 
brought up to date. One of the most strik- 
ing innovations introduced by the Queen 
has been the provision of telephones in 
every room in the house. 

All these are mere undercurrents of 
change, however. No structural altera- 
tions of any kind have been made. Certain 
parts of the house have shown a reaction to 
the modern trend, it is true. But most of it 
remains as it was when the first Duchess of 
Marlborough moved into her new home 
227 years ago. 


OUT OF storage, where they have been 
kept in perfect condition for twenty-seven 
years, have come the Oriental rugs for the 
reception rooms. The rich crimson carpets 
are back in corridors and anterooms. Cur- 
tains and hangings of the same shade, in 
the formal chambers, tone richly with the 
handsome mahogany doors which are, in 
themselves, a salient feature of this home 
of happy memories. 

The magnificent Red Drawing-Room— 
principal state room—which leads out of 
the great dining hali, has not been touched. 
Nor has the Green Room with its famous 
Georgian fireplace. Here is a worthy 
example of English living at its best. 
with the fireplace the centrepiece of the 
home. 

The sheer sublimity of these formal 
chambers, still furnished as they were in 
Alexandra’s Day, fairly beggars descrip- 
tion. The period furniture, the china and 
glass. The delicate tapestries, plaques and 
Old Masters; the fantastically-cut chande- 
liers of pure crystal, three in the Red 
Drawing Room, four in the great entrance 
salon; a note of discerning luxury in the 
woodwork and fitting. King Edward VII 
refused an offer of almost $500,000 for the 
four rose tapestries in the salon. And gold 
and silver plate valued at more than 
$5,000,000 has at times been stored in the 
treasure room. 

The three ground-floor reception rooms 
lead into the gardens. Velvet lawns, blaz- 
ing flower beds, and borders, bronze 
statues, broad walks or terraces of crisp 
gravel, and tall dark old trees give a sense 
of rare settlement and security. Especially 
in these days when so many of the great 
houses of London are being pulled down 
to make way for streamlined blocks of 
“super-luxury” flats. The Queen is plan- 
ning new flower beds and a sundial with 
a bird bath for the Cockney sparrows, who 
have been keeping house under the eaves 
of the stable. And she has chosen a selec- 
tion of roses that are noted for their frag- 
rance, for new borders. They include a 
scarlet Gerald Hardy and a peach-pink 
Ecstasy. 

It is said that the apparition of “pretty 
witty Nell” Gwynn, theatrical attraction of 
the days of Charles II, still haunts the 
terrace of the old house. For it was on this 
site that the fair lady of the Merry Mon- 
arch lived. It was here, too. that “Good 
old Teddy,” grandfather of the present 
King Edward, brought his bride, the 
beautiful Alexandra. 

Today, the ground floor is given almost 
entirely to State apartments, and the first 
and second floors to private rooms. Queen 
Mary’s Ladies-in-waiting and other staff 
have rooms on the second floor, above her 
own suite, within easy call. At the top of 
the house are the servants’ quarters. 
Rooms for the Queen’s secretary, the Hon. 
Gerald Chichester and her Comptroller, 
Lord Claud Hamilton, are at the side of 
the house, facing Marlborough Gate. 

There is an abiding satisfaction in the 
scarlet brick and white Portland stone 
pilasters and dressings of the building. 
Its four stories rest easily on their length, 
giving dignity and stability to the picture. 

Surely, in this Georgian grandeur—with 
twentieth-century comfort—are ideal sur- 
roundings for the later life of so noble and 
beloved a person as Her Majesty. 
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They're ridiculously young, these clothes. That's why they're perfect for 
swinging into stadiums, tearing around to teas, taking in talkies. 

Take 715, for instance. Or rather, make it. Titian rust velveteen, with a smart 
coral complement called canna rust. (We're letting you in on the new spring 
colors). The perky home-from-schooler, 712, wears soft daytime wool plaid — 
Admiral blue on a honey background, belt and buttons blue. She likes the 
neck slashed, frightfully plain, like that. Sophistication, in the new tempo. 
That's 721. Sleek black nubbly crépe. If you can tear yourself away from that 
thought, and go into color, make it a glacé brown with heather pink top. 


And that is the new combination. 


Are these your sewing problems? 


A. Making seams on metal cloth. Turn 
raw edge back one eighth of an inch and 
stitch free from garment. If fabric frays 
very easily, bind raw edge with seaming 
ribbon before they are joined. Rolled 
seams are sometimes used; stitch first and 
trim seam allowance, before rolling. If 
seam is bias or circular, place over paper 
while stitching. 


B. Scalloped edges and bands; bias 
binding. For bias binding use No. 5 bind- 
ing and place in outside slot of machine 
binder. A slightly wider adjustment of the 
binder is required when binding curves 
than is necessary when binding a straight 
edge. The edge to be bound must be 
allowed to pass freely through the scroll, 
and should not be crowded against the 
wall of it. Never pull binding as it feeds 
through the binder, as bias material is very 
easily stretched and will be too narrow 


when it reaches the needle. Turn the 
material only as fast as the machine is 
sewing. When the point at the dint of the 
scallop is about to enter scroll swing right 
side of material sharply into a straight line 
and follow curve of second scallop. For 
ready-made binding, same method, only 
place inside slope of scroll and edges will 
turn in. For ready-made binding applied 
by hand—cut binding true bias using bias 
gauge to ensure perfect evenness; baste 
easily the binding over the scallops and 
pull tightly about the corners as you baste 
it into position, creasing the binding at 
each indentation. Military braid, one- 
half inch width, may be used in the binder 
by inscribing it in the outside slope of the 
scroll. This braid makes a suitable trim- 
ming for serge and other woollen material 
and has a neat tailored appearance impos- 
sible to obtain by hand sewing. 
{Continued on page 7°} 





Are these sewing prob- 
lems bothering you? 


A. 
B. 


How to make seams 
on metal cloth. 

How to scallop 
edges and bands; 
apply bias binding. 


. How to make a cir- 


culae hem for those 
new swing styles. 


. How to make 


decorative bias (or 
French) folds for 
trimming touches. 


. How to finish a 


square cut neckline. 





37 


MODERNS~ 


in 


the Making 


Descriptions of patterns on page 77. These are Chatelaine 
patterns and may be ordered from leading stores or direct 
from Chatelaine Pattern Service, 481 University Ave., Toronto, 
Ont. When ordering, give the number and size desired. Price 
of all patterns, 15 cents. 
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Sewing instructions 
by courtesy the 
Singer Sewing Ma- 
chine Company, 


Toronto. 











CUT/ BADLY OFF KEY, 
MISS. BUT STICK AROUND 
AND WE MIGHT TRY 
YOU LATER. 


THERE'S NO 


“TOMORROW” IN THE 


SHOW BUSINESS / 
THIS MIDOL WILL 
FIX THOSE PAINS 


A KNOWING « woman haan gives- 
in to periodic pain. It’s old-fashioned 
to suffer in silence, because there is now 
a reliable remedy for such suffering. 
Some women who have always had 
the hardest time are relieved by Midol. 
Many who use Midol do not feel one 
twinge of pain, or even a moment’s 
discomfort during the entire period. 
Don’t let the calendar regulate your 
activities! Don’t “favor yourself’ or 
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SORRY, MR. DOVLE 5 1M 


JUST TOO MISERABLE 
TO SING. BUT 
| | JUST KWOW 








’Lt BE FIT 
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OH THANKS! 


THANK YOU, 
MISS... . 





“save yourself” certain days of every 
month! Keep going, and keep com- 


fortable — with the aid of Midol. 
These tablets provide a proven remedy 
for the relief of such pain, so why en- 
dure suffering Midol might spare you? 
Midol’s relief is so swift, you may 
think it is a narcotic. It’s not. And its 
relief is lasting; two tablets see you 
through your worst day. At any drug- 
store, in trim little aluminum case. 


The \deal 


Christmas 
Gift 





The 


NAM€ THAT 
DENOTES 
QUA LITY 


PORRITTS & SPE NCER 


(CANADA) 


LIMITED 


HAMILTON, ONTARIO 
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4 AND THANKS JO MIDOL! [T 
HAS SAVED THE DAY MANY 
y TIMES ~- FOR MANY WOMEN. 
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Their Debts and Obligations, con 


year. 
stituting the second heading in their 
budget, are as stated, $220, made up ol 


medical bills and personal indebtedness. 

Miscellaneous Fixed Expenses include 
licenses for dog, car and radio, life insur- 
ance, insurance of the contents of the house 
and on the car, dues to the clubs to which 
they belong (one each) and church contri- 
butions. This total is $548—less than it 
would have been were there any educa- 
tional expenses for the child, in which case 
some transportation costs might have had 
to be considered, as well as costs for 
possible additional clothing and for tuition, 
if the child did not attend public school. 
Since the income, with exemptions claimed 
for married state and for one child, is not 
taxable, this charge also does not, in this 
particular case, have to be considered. 

Household Running Expenses form the 
fourth table, and include telephone, 
electricity, gas, fuel, ice, water, wages to 
maid (if you don’t have a maid, change 
this to cost of periodically hired help for 
the home), house repairs, and transporta- 
tion—that is carfare for all city travelling 
where the motor is not used. These 
expenses come to $482, the individual 
items being: telephone $41.40, electricity 
$15, gas $25, fuel $115, ice $18, maid $252, 
water and hose $10.50, repairs $5.10. It 
might be pointed out that, ordinarily, 
household and garden supplies, cleaning 
and laundry, new furnishings for the 
house, and the costs of running the car, as 
well as car and bus fare, are included in 
Household Running Expenses. In this 
family, however, and in others of which I 
know, the laundering and cleaning are 
done by mistress and maid. Soaps, polishes, 
wax and so forth, being bought at the 
grocery shop, are paid for out of the 
weekly housekeeping allowance. Garden- 
ing supplies have not been any cost since 
the depression, as perennials and shrubs 
are depended upon to make the garden 
attractive, and the costs of running the 
car and of carfare come out of personal 
allowances. 

Food Allowance is another heading, and 


it takes into consideration all food supplies | 


such as meat, milk, fruits, vegetables, 
bread and all groceries. It also includes the 
soap, polishes and wax mentioned earlier. 
These costs amount to $500 a year. 

Clothing should, of course, be budgetted 
for, but in the case of this family, and it is 
typical of many in these times, the amount 
spent for new clothes is what is left over 
when the essentials are taken care of, and 
in this case the balance amounted to $88. 

Personal Allowances, and these take care 
of books, daily papers, movies, occasional 
informal entertaining, quarterly medical 
examination for the baby, are $364, of 
which the husband receives five dollars a 
week, the wife, two. 

The grand annual total of costs of living 
in this household, irrespective of clothing, 
is $2,612, leaving out of the $2,700 which 
is their income, exactly $88 to take care of 
clothing and of any extras which may be 
created by an emergency. 


“Not much to come and go on,” you 
say. 
Right! But this family in particular 


feel that they would rather know, down 
to the closest dollar possible, just what 
it does cost them to live at the standard 
they have established. Only by knowing 
in advance, and planning in advance, can 
they hope to meet their obligations and 
not get further into debt. They may feel, 
{Continued on page 40} 


ARE YOU LIVING BEYOND 
YOUR INCOME? 

"Telling your money where to go in- 
stead of wondering where it went.” 
That's all budgeting is. 
keeping an upper hand 


A plan for 
of those 
month-end bills. In this article Jean 
MacLaurin reduces those seemingly 
difficult percentages to an easy, work- 
able plan, suitable for any household. 
Read it and rejoice. “Budget or 


Beware!" 
« 





CHATELAINE, DECEMBER, 1936 








tel 
for Your Clothes 
and Home Decorations 


Do you sometimes get discouraged 


Clout 


you cannot afford new 
and new furnishings for 
your home as often as you would 
like? Don’t be! You can have 
new charm in your dress and new 
cheer in your home. Thousands 
of women have found the way to 
have these longed-for things — 
through the colour magic of Dia- 
mond Dyes! Generations of women 
have used Diamond Dyes as the 
successful way to do home dye- 
ing. Diamond colours have a lus- 
tre, a richness and depth of colour 
you expect to find only in new 
materials. This is because they 
actually contain a greater amount 


because 
clothes 


of the finest aniline colouring. 
Enjoy the colour magic which 
Diamond Dyes give to your 


clothes and your home so effec- 
tively and at so little cost. 


DIAMOND DYES 


MADE IN CANADA 
better because richer in pure anilines 
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Complexion by 
MORNY 





fot Morny Help 
You to Give sey 


A gift of Morny perfume, 
powder or toilet requi- 
sites is certain to be well 
received, and you, your- 
self, can feel confidence 
in a name which is 
associated with quality 
and good taste. 


MORNY, REGENT ST., LONDON 


Canadian Distributors : 


MAURICE LEVY COMPANY, 
973, St. Antoine St., Montreal 
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PINK LILAC ¢ TENTATION 
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Midwinter modes foreshadow the Coronation. 
Gowns have glow, glamour, glitter; wraps are 
rich, rhythmic, regal; hairdresses soar, sur- 
prise, scintillate. 


Make yourself an ensemble equal to the 
demands of year-ending celebration, Use 
tine, suave broadcloth and stiff moiré (717) 
or shimmering satin (7!7}; classic velvet with 
gorgeous metallic tunic (716) and a fur-tipped 
wrap of velvet or broadcloth (702). Here's a 
long, perfectly molded slip (714) as a fitting 
accompaniment. 


Colors? The royal Coronation shades, deli- 


cate jewel tones, brilliant high combinations * 


and contrasts. Coronation green with Vionet 
violet, gold beige with gold embroidery. 


These styles are Chatelaine Patterns. They may be 

btained from stores in most cities, or direct from the 

Chatelaine Pattern Service, 48! University Avenue, 

Toronto. Back views, and material requirements appear 
on page 7% 
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Street Seene ~ 


Tailored Version 


TOBA ERNE NA oe 


Descriptions of patterns on page 75. These are Chatelaine patterns and 
may be ordered from leading stores or direct from Chatelaine Pattern 
Service, 481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. When ordering, give the num- 
ber and size desired. Price of all patterns, 15 cents. 
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Clear-cut as the opinions of the modern maiden are the swift, 
swinging lines of this winter's suits and coats. And these long 
and short coated two-piece versions are part and parcel of 
the season's most authentic wardrobes. 


Broadcloth would be a happy medium for the expression of 
sleek gentility, in 702. Do it in black, or aubergine, or one of 
the smart greys. No. 707 is a long tunic-coated suit that would 
be very smart in any of the new rough woollens, such as a 
shetland pointed tweed, or a high lustre twill. One of the 
intense coppery tones would be smart, or a peasant "Wine- 
berry" red, one of the new tones. 


Two versions of 708, belted and plain, lend themselves to all- 
weather wear very well. They can be used from season 
to season. A nubly tweed in the lovely tile (bluish pottery) 
green would be highly effective, with a Spanish tile scarf. The 
gay plaid skirt and monotone coat combination is a happy 
one. Try it in greens, too. Little daughter, 706, could have her 
tricky plaid-and-plain suit patterned in the same materials as 
mother's. It's an amusing gesture of the modern family. 
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Odds and Ends of Bridse 


Does the “odd” hand rate a freak hid? Happy ending 
may depend on the play of the last cards 


by AMY STEVENSON 


THE “ODDS" in bridge occur fairly often 
and are very interesting. Suppose you 
pick up a “‘freak”’ hand, such as the follow- 
ing: (S.)x x (H.) KQ 108542 (D.) none 
(C.) K J x x. Now its defensive value, 
against the opponents’ possible bids, is 
practically nil—but it may be quite valu- 
able in offense! Remember you are entitled 
to credit your partner with a possible two 
or three tricks—-so, as declarer, why not 
say “3 hearts,” at once? Your hand should 
make about seven tricks with hearts as 
trumps-—-and if your partner understands 
your bidding he will know that an original 
bid of 3 does not promise the conventional 
two and a half or three H. T., and also that 
it means you wish to play the hand in that 
suit, and that alone. But be sure your 
partner does understand this, before you 
make the call! 

Now this is certainly an ‘‘odd” in one 
sense of the word, and I do not advise the 
beginner to stray into these pleasant, but 
rather crooked paths. Better stick to the 
narrow, but safer ways of Honor Trick 
bidding, and reserve such hands as the 
above for second-round bids. 

Another ‘‘odd” is the psychic bid—so- 
called because it has nothing psychic about 
it! In the main, this consists in bidding a 
suit of which you hold only two or three 
small cards, or perhaps none at all. Now 
sometimes this works like a charm—and 
more than once I have known a “psychic” 
to frighten the opponents out of a small 
slam. But if it fools the enemy, it also at 
times fools your partner, and may prove a 
veritable boomerang. Frankly I prefer a 
partner whose bidding can be trusted, even 
though he may never rise to-brilliant 
heights. 

However, if you yearn to use psychics 
be sure that there is really something to be 
gained by the bid—some chance of delud- 
ing the enemy into believing you can stop 
the suit you call, or can prevent a slam 
being made—and also be sure you have an 
escape suit. For if your left-hand opponent 
doubles the bid, and your partner and the 
right-hand opponent pass, you may be let 
in for heavy penalties unless you have a 
genuine suit to take refuge in! 

The ‘‘odd” leads are interesting—such 
as the lead of a singleton (not partner’s 
suit) against a no trump declaration—or 
the third or fifth of your long suit instead 
of the conventional fourth—both often 
confusing to the declarer. Here again, 
better consider carefully whether it will 
hurt you to deceive your partner more than 
it hurts the enemy to throw dust in his 


eyes! 


Here is an “odd” hand recently dealt in 
a private game—both sides vulnerable. 
East was dealer. 


NORTH 
—J 
V-—6 4 
@—A 107542 
&KQ93 
WEST EAST 
&—62 —AK 4 
V-—383 —A 1052 
@—J 83 @-—K 096 
Ge 1087542 de—J 6 
SOUTH 
y- Q1098753 
—KQJ97 
@—None 
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East (Dealer)—1 diamond. 

South—2 spades (very strong invitation to 
partner to bid). 

West—pass. 

North—3 diamonds (strong bid, showing 
first round control of opponent’s suit 
and about two H. T.—sometimes used 
as an “Asking Bid’’). 

East—double. 

South—3 hearts. 

West— pass. 

North—3 no trump. 

East—double. 

South—4 hearts. West and North passed 
and East doubled again. 


West led the Jack of diamonds, South 
won with Dummy’s ace, and discarded his 
ace of clubs. Looking at the hand, South 
saw nothing to discard in his own hand, so 
led a small heart, and finessed his nine, 
which held the trick. He then played a 
small spade up to North’s Jack, which East 
took with the ace. Fearing a spade ruff 
in Dummy’s hand, East made the mistake 
of ‘leading a heart, and after that it was 
plain sailing for South. East made only 
the ace of hearts and two spades. 

There are two important points in this 
hand: 

1. East’s defense was not good. He 
should have played the ace of trumps on 
Dummy’s lead and then led a high dia- 
mond, whenever he got in. If South trumps 
he weakens his hearts until finally he has 
to concede another trump trick—or if he 
passes the high diamond, it makes the 
setting trick. 

2. I think North should have gone back 
to spades over the 4 heart bid —after all 

[Continued on page 49} 
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Make your gift selections from the complete 
range of Yardley Gift Sets at all good drug 
and department stores —85c to $18.50. 





ro wo Ears) 


OF 










YARGEEYV 4 


LONDON 


jn Lo res es Se 














AQ 


rue to this flower. 


| 


-w Gardenia never wilts . It remains lastingly fresh. 


iful. $1.00, $1.50, $2.75, $5.00 and $12.00. | 


an Coty a:ticle from your local dealer, send your cheque to 
‘i Ave., Montreal”, ae R URE ReeIeNE bys ene. 





have any difficulty in 
ek Charonln, Soy Mecal 





Chatelaine Service Bulletins on Beauty Culture 


Concise — Authentic — Essentially Helpful 


HOW TO CARE FOR YOUR HAIR 
Bulletin No. 16—10 cents 


A LOVELY SKIN 
Bulletin No. 18—10 cents 


HOW TO BE FRESH AS A FLOWER 
Service Bulletin No. 19—5 cents 


BEAUTIFUL HANDS 
Bulletin No. 15—5 cents 


Fre ah asa Five 


» Babtwe 
" Ch asia 


DRESSING YOUR FACE 
17—10 cents 


Bulletin No. 
Order from CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS 


481 University Avenue, Toronto 
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Budget—or Beware ! 


Continued from page 36) 





on scanning their budget again, that it will 
be wiser not to run on so close a margin; 
that it is essential to have more than $88 
leeway to take care of the unexpected. 
They may decide to go to the doctor and 
to the debtor and explain matters, asking 
for an extension if it will not financially 
embarrass them to wait. Cr they may 
decide that they haven’t any business to 
own and run a car under the circum- 
stances, and sell it, adding its price to their 
slender reserve. 

“The point is,” said Bill, in discussing 
their budget, “that now we know where 
we're going, we're on our way! Until we 
started to budget we didn’t know where 
the money was going—or where, at the 
end of the year, it had all gone. We never 
had the money on hand to meet bills when 
they fell due—and Peggy and ! had more 
futile money fights than any marriage 
can continue te have, unless it is definitely 
headed for the rocks. We're okay now!” 

Once you put down on paper, under 
whatever headings you please, the costs of 
your living in terms of shelter, debts, fixed 
expenses, running or operating expenses, 
food, and so on, you can estimate pretty 
closely what it is costing you per year, per 
month and per week. You can balance a 
winter month against a summer month, 
if you like, for if your income permits of a 
summer vacation, that may just about 
balance the cost of winter fuel. 

When you figure your clothing budget in 
relation to the budget as a whole, make out 
two lists: one of all the clothing you have 
on hand which is worth repairs and 
cleaning, and the costs of putting it into 
good condition; then make another list of 
the new clothing which is essential, and 
estimate cost of each article. That will at 
least give you a foundation on which to 
build your clothing costs. Do this for each 
member of the family. 

Multiply your weekly food costs by four 
and one third to get your monthly total. 

Where it is possible, budget for health, 
recreation and education (separate from 
children’s education which covers tuition 
fees, examination fees, and cost of books 
where not supplied) independent of 
personal allowances, leaving the allow- 
ances for those “‘extras’’ which make life so 
much more fun to live. 

And now I’m going to give you three 
rules I culled from a smart booklet on 
“budgetting,” Money Management For 
Households, which says: “Within any 
income above the mere subsistence level, 
family problems can be controlled satis- 
factorily by following three simple rules: 

First: | Devise a spending plan in 
advance and then play fair by sticking 
to it. 

Second: Buy with a knowledge of what 
makes real value. 

Third: Get full service from the goods 
that are purchased. 

Be a budgeteer and don’t let your 
husband discourage you. Men hate to 
hand over the family purse—but since 
women are doing something like 85% of 
the buying, it seems only logical that they 
should hold the purse. And moreover 
international studies show that women are, 
as a rule, better buyers, more careful 
spenders and better managers of the 
household exchequer than are men. 

Once you’ve been able to show your 
husband that budgetting pays; that a 
spending plan will take the burden of 
financial uncertainty out of day-by-day 
life and substitute preparedness to meet 
financial obligations, you'll have a stout 
ally and a staunch admirer. 

Nag if necessary, but instead of prepar- 
ing to bicker when the season for bill- 
baiting comes around—begin to budget. 
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It’s a disadvantage 


‘to begin the winter 





with 
lowered general 


resistance! 





Winter’s hazards and low general resist- 
ance go hand in hand. They affect you 
most when you have been working hard, 
getting too little exercise and sunshine. 

That’s why you’ll find winter discom- 
forts on the rise every month during the 
strenuous fall season, and reaching a 
peak in January and February. 

Even though you may not have been 


| bothered so far this year, take precautions 


| of waiting until the ‘ 


if your general resistance is low. Instead 
‘ 
peak months’”’ 


| when those winter conditions are upon 


you, start building good general resist- 
ance right away! 

You’ll find 4dex a definite help. It sup- 
plies Vitamin A, the factor which contrib- 
utes directly to good general resistance. 
It also provides Vitamin D. Atthis season 
you probably need the extra benefits of 
this “ 

Well-known natura/ sources, such as 


sunshine”’ vitamin, 
good cod liver oil and halibut liver oil, 
furnish the vitamins for Adex. 

Start with it today. Make it a dai/y habit. 
Put a bottle on the breakfast table so the 
whole family will take Adex routinely. 
That’s the way to get best results. 

Your druggist has Adex in easy-to- 


| take tablets or capsules. Made by E. R. 


Squibb & Sons, manufacturing chemists 


| to the medical profession since 1858. 


ADEX 





The modern way for adults to take Vitamins A and D— 


“sf 


One tablet equals & spoontul of good cod liver oil 
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your letter to Mr. Kolonoy, so that he 
may defend himself properly. 
Sincerely yours, 
Clarissa Chubb.” 


Mrs. Meech waited only to snatch her 
coat from the closet. She couldn't get to 
Minnie’s fast enough. Minnie brought her 
spirits of ammonia. Then she read the 
Chubb letter, muttering under her breath. 

“Chubb knows you're a friend of mine.”’ 
she groaned. ‘“That makes it worse. She 
knows that me and my crowd are going to 
get her hide at this spring election, if we 
can get organized. She’d never have been 
elected last time, if we’d been on our toes.” 

**“How— how does she dare write to me 
like that?” 

“She figures you’re a timid soul. You 
can’t prove that faker stuff, can you?” 

“John said so, and John’s word 

“My dear, in a case of this kind, John’s 
word is about as much good as a Chinaman 
picking his teeth on the other side of the 
world.” 

“What shall I do, Minnie? 
think of anything?” 

“Well, of course you can’t repudiate 
your letter.” 

“Why not?” 

Minnie rolled her eyes to the ceiling. 

‘“‘Heaven send me strength! Because, 
my child, if you repudiate this letter, you 
make yourself out a liar. Nobody on earth 
would do that.” 

“a 

“My advice is for you to go see Chubb. 
Explain everything in your own simple 
way. Maybe Butter Puss has a heart 
beating under the broadcloth. You trot 
on over there this afternoon "’ 


Can’t you 


MRS. MEECH did not feel very well 
when she was getting ready to trot. On 
Minnie’s advice, she wore her best winter 
suit. so as not to look a complete worm. 
She walked up Mrs. Chubb’s palatial 
driveway and stopped before the massive 
house door. When she rang the bell, a 
butler answered. 

“T want to see Mrs. Chubb,” she said 
faintly. 

“Your name, please?” 

“Mrs. Meech. I'm one of her club.” 

“IT will see if Mrs. Chubb is at home.” 

Mrs. Meech waited in the hall while the 
butler padded up the stairs. She heard 
him speak to Mrs. Chubb. There was no 
mistaking that voice. Then he padded 
back again 

“Mrs. Chubb is not at home, madam.” 

Mrs. Meech felt as if she were made of 
glue, congealing on the hardwood floor. 

“Couldn't you ask her--if she would 
please be at home for just a few minutes?” 

“Mrs. Chubb is out, madam.” 

Mrs. Meech had a vague feeling that it 
was undignified to argue with a butler. 
Somehow she tottered home. In about an 
hour, Minnie telephoned. Mrs. Meech set 
her teeth and put down the receiver while 
Minnie was still exclaiming. She was 
through with asking Minnie’s advice. If 
this was what Minnie called the larger life, 
Mrs. Meech wished that she had stayed 
practically microscopic. 

At the dinner table, Mrs. Meech re- 
garded her family with guilty looks which 
they did not observe. She went out of her 
way to pass the salt and pepper. She was, 
she supposed, the sort of woman who 
brought ruin on those who loved her. In 
all her misery, Mrs. Meech felt a stab of 
yloomy pride at her own powers of destruc- 
tion. When dinner was over, she quietly 
opened the dining-room window and threw 
out the fern ball. 

Mrs. Meech had it all figured out to the 
final crack of doom. She had quoted John 
in her fatal letter. It was John that Mr. 
Kolonov would sue, John who had worked 
so hard. Their home would be swept away 
for court costs. More than that, John’s job 
would be swept away. Mr. Griffin, down 
at the carpet factory, had a horror of pub- 
licity. Mrs. Meech felt that she had never 
loved John so much as at this moment, 
when she had destroyed him. And what 
would the children say when their father 


was ruined on account of their mother 
being a fathead? 

When John finally went upstairs, Mrs. 
Meech stayed down. saving she wasn’t 
sleepy. She went to the writing desk where 
only two days ago she had glowed with 
civic responsibility. Well, she had lived 
and learned. Now she was going to 
take her shoulder from the whee!. Minnie 
said she couldn’t possibly repudiate her 
letter. How little Minnie knew! Mrs. 
Meech would repudiate anything at all for 
John’s sake. What was honor to Mrs. 
Meech? Nothing must happen to John, 
nothing. She took the pen and wrote in a 
firm hand. 


“Dear Mrs. Chubb, 
I repudiate my letter entirely. Can 
I please have it back? 
Sincerely, 
Winifred Meech.” 


Mrs. Meech slipped out into the street 
and dropped the letter into the corner box. 
When she finally went upstairs, she felt 
uplifted and warm in sacrifice. No longer 
was she bringing ruin to those she loved. 
Her honor was gone, but it was worth it. 
And John must never know. All her life 
she would keep the secret of the sacrifice. 

Ten o’clock next morning, inevitable 
Minnie was on the telephone, crisp as a 
muffin. 

“I was planning out our campaign last 
evening,”’ she said, “‘and I have decided on 
our next step.” 

“‘What is our next step?”” Mrs. Meech 
asked, quailing. 

“You must trot yourself downtown and 
see a good lawyer. He can tell us just 
where we stand.”’ 

“I can’t stand anywhere, Minnie. It’s 
too late. I’ve repudiated.” 

“Called yourself a liar?” 

“It didn’t seem very much to do for 
John. Really.” 

“I'd rather monkey around with a buzz 
saw than try to help a well-meaning person 
like you,’’ Minnie said. and hung up 


IN FORTY-EIGHT hours, Mrs. Meech 
had her answer. Mrs. Chubb said that 
Mrs. Meech’s repudiation was in hand. At 
the next club meeting, a fortnight away, 
Mrs. Meech would be read out of the club 
for conduct unbecoming a member. That 
was the rule. After that meeting, Mrs. 
Meech’s libelous letter would be returned. 
Then the incident would be closed, except 
that Mrs. Chubb would never cease to 
regret the non-co-operative spirit that had 
reared its head. 

Mrs. Meech drew a long breath. The 
burnt offering had been accepted. But 
now that she knew John was safe, she did 
not feel quite such a comfortable sacrificial 
glow. The glitter of martyrdom was defi- 
nitely gone. To her own surprise, she 
began to feel cross. After all, it wasn’t any 
pleasure to be read out of the club. Minnie 
pointed out that she couldn’t very well 
explain to her friends just how it happened, 
not after a repudiation. 

All that fortnight, as the club day 
approached, Mrs. Meech hardly knew her- 
self. She kept on being cross. She snapped 
at the twins when they asked where the 
fern ball was. Junior said that she talked 
to herself. When there were just four days 
left before the club meeting, she told John 
that if his paper rattled just once more, she 
would scream. John turned on her, glaring. 

“Now see here, Winifred,”’ he roared. 
“You've been acting mighty funny. Biting 
our heads off. What's got into you?” 

“I’m perfectly normal.” 

“Well, then, I wish you'd stop it. Hon- 
estly, this past week you haven’t been fit 
to live with.” 

It was too much for Mrs. Meech, after 
she had been so noble. She burst into tears, 
burying her head in the sofa cushion. Even 
John was alarmed. He came over and 
patted her shoulder. Mrs. Meech had 
meant to keep her repudiation the great 
secret of her life, but she couldn’t, not now. 
No woman on earth could bear it to sit still 
and sacrifice and be roared at. 
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I'll enjoy every item in this 
WILLIAMS GIFT PACKAGE!” 





For men who favour the shaving 
bowl there is the Williams Super- 
Gift Package. Contains: the 
beautiful Williams Blue Plaskon 
Shaving Bowl; a 5-ounce bottle 
of Aqua Velva and Williams Tal- 
cum for Men; $1.60, 





And her gift will not only be enjoyed 
—it will be talked about! For any 
man will hold up business to tell 
the fellows what a swell shave he’s 
getting these mornings. 

And the sheer luxury of aWilliams 
shave—with W ilfiams ‘‘Twin-action”’ 
Shaving Cream and cool, refreshing 
Aqua Velva—has made Williams 
the most widely sold of all toilet 
preparations for men! 

Let your druggist show you the 
three Williams Holiday Gift Sets! 
They’ ll suggest instantly the smart, 
sensible way to take care of your 
men’s gift problem this Christmas. 


The J. B. Williams Company, (Canada) 
Limited, Ville LaSalle, Montreal, Quebec. 


$1.35 value for $1.00! 


The Williams Holiday Gift Package illustrated 
above is one any man will be proud to receive! Con- 
tains: large size Williams Shaving Cream; a 5-ounce 
bottle of Aqua Velva; Williams Talcum for Men; 
Williams Dental Powder, and a cake of Williams 
Elder Flower Toilet Soap. Re- 
markable value at $1.00 per set. 


Also a special size Holiday Pack- 
age, containing the same articles 
in smaller sizes. At 60c the set. 


FOR MEN 








WITH the first 

cool days — 
skin chaps all over! 
Soap - and - water, 
brisk winds, dry out 
your skin. Then 
legs, hands, arms 
scuff up with fuzzy, 
dry bits that sting 
and feel rough, that 
catch on undies. 
Smooth away chap- 
ping with Hinds 
Honey & Almond 
Cream. Its quicker- 
acting softeners 
penetrate the rough- 
ness. Hinds soaks 
skin into new 
smoothness, /asting 
softness—not just a 
few minutes’ slick- 
ness! Hinds is rich, 
full-bodied. It’s a 
creamy lotion—not 
watery. 


FREE 


LOTION 
DISPENSER 


You'll say it’s the handiest 

ig you ever saw. Tidy. 
Simple. No spilling. No 
muss. No waste. 


SEND NO MONEY 
Sooty poet rene i 


inside fear. — io the 
50c size Hinds Honey & 
Almond Cream carton. 
(Or, if you prefer—the in- 
side front panels from two 
of the 25c¢ size cartons). 
And send to A. S. Hinds 
Co. (Canada) Limited. 
Dept. C 5, 9 Davies Ave- 
nue, ‘Toronto 8, Canada. 
Your free Lotion Dispen- 
ser will be sent to you 
immediately. 


This Dispenser will not fit the 
i5¢ Sen 


ELLs 
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Do You Love Me John? 


Continued from page 9} 





those days. Ever since he got out of jail. 
he’s been putting through shady deals just 
this side of the law. Did he try to sell you 
anything?” 

“Books.” 

“Books about what, for heaven’s sake?” 

“The Melody of Ethics.” 

John laughed again until Mrs. Meech’s 
heart dropped to her ankles. 

“Seems as if your speakers ought to be 
investigated before they take the plat- 
form,” he said. “‘If that isn’t like a lot of 
women—no foresight. I hope you had more 
sense than to fall for him, Winifred.”’ 

Mrs. Meech did not answer. All the rest 
of the evening, John broke out into fresh 
attacks of laughter. Mrs. Meech’s lips set 
in a tight line. She resented what John 
had said about women and foresight. She 
liked the club. She felt for the club right 
now, as if it were a friend whom she must 
look after. Belonging to a club wasn’t just 
paying your money and going to meetings. 


IN THE NIGHT, while John was sleeping, 
Mrs. Meech thought carefully about her 
duty as a member. Surely Mrs. Chubb 
wouldn’t have allowed this Mr. Kolonov 
to speak if she had known about his past. 
The club programmes were handled by a 
committee. The committee ought to be 
more watchful, or the club would be a prey 
to any shyster that came along. Mrs. 
Meech fell asleep toward morning with her 


| arm over the pillow, as if it were the club. 


As soon as the children had gone to 
school that next morning, Mrs. Meech sat 
down at the living-room desk and wrote to 
Mrs. Chubb. The letter wasn’t hard to 


| write, because she felt so earnestly that 


' she was being loyal. 


rc 
a 


“Dear Mrs. Chubb 

When I met you through my friend. 
Mrs. Lansing, you said that you wel- 
comed suggestions from new members 
Could I make a suggestion now? Our 
speaker yesterday, Mr. Kolonov, is not 
the sort of man that I feel should speak 
before our club. My husband tells me 
that he is a faker. He served a term for 
forgery and John tells me that he has 
been shady ever since. Don’t you think 
it would be a good idea if we had our 
speakers investigated? I honestly feel 
that only reputable people should be 
on our platform. 

Faithfully yours, 
Winifred Meech.” 


Mrs. Meech put the letter in an envelope 
and sealed it firmly. There was a nice 
glow in her mind from duty done. It was 
her first letter in public life. She dropped 
it in the mailbox, on the way over to 
Minnie’s house. Minnie was out in her 
kitchen, painting a table. She waved Mrs. 
Meech to a chair and went on painting. 
Mrs. Meech quickly told her what John 
had said. Minnie was properly aghast. 
She sat back on her heels, her unheeded 
brush dripping paint. 

“Wel!, if that isn’t something!’ 

“That’s what I thought. I felt Mrs. 
Chubb should know. So I wrote her a 
letter.” 

Minnie went very pale. 
her brush. 


She laid down 


“Do you mean you told Butter Puss?” 

“Of course I did.”’ 

There was a short silence in which 
Minnie battled for speech. She clutched 
her head in her hands, turning it to right 
and left. 

“Oh, you poor innocent darling!” 

“Why —what’s wrong about that?” 

“Nothing at all. Absolutely nothing, 
except that Kolonov happens to be Chubb’s 
particular boy friend.” 

Mrs. Meech felt the 
around her. 

“‘Why—Mrs. Chubb must be fifty!” 

Minnie’s voice had the soothing tone 
that people use toward mental cases. 

“Don’t be naive, Winifred. The trouble 
with you is that you don’t get out enough 
to see what’s going on. Kolonov came to 
town about a month ago, said he was a 
relative of the Czar. Chubb’s taken him 
everywhere. The committee didn’t want 
him to speak, but Chubb insisted. A 
committee might as well try to fight back 
a juggernaut.” 

“Mrs. Chubb will be mad at me, won’t 
she?” 

Minnie stared very hard. Her voice had 
a businesslike ring. 

“What did you say in that letter, 
Winifred? Just how much of a fool were 
you?” 

Humbly, Mrs. Meech quoted the letter, 
as near as she could remember. 

“I can’t help it if Mrs. Chubb is mad at 
me,” she faltered. ‘I thought I was pro- 
tecting the club.” 

“My dear child,’”’ Minnie mourned. “‘If 
that was all the danger you were in, I'd 


kitchen whirl 


give three cheers. Are you so incredibly | 


innocent that you don’t see what she could 
do with your letter?” 

Cold perspiration broke out on the 
palms of Mrs. Meech’s hands. 

“Minnie—” 

“She might show it to Kolonov and then 
you’d be in a nice little libel suit.” 

“Libel! Why—it’s all true—what I 
wrote. John said so.” 

“Lord give me patience! It’s libel any- 
how. The law says so.” 

“I—I don’t believe you.” 

“I’m telling you, woman, that Sergey 
Kolonov can sue you for thousands. 
Maybe he couldn’t collect, but think of the 
lawyers’ fees!’’ 

Mrs. Meech choked and Minnie got her 
a glass of water. Before Mrs. Meech a 
bottomless pit yawned, howling with law 
yers. Minnie spent the rest of the morning 
planning what was to be done. She finally 
decided that utter silence was the best 
policy until Mrs. Meech heard from Chubb. 
Mrs. Meech tried to keep a stiff upper lip 
and tell herself that Minnie always looked 
on the dark side of things. 


BUT MINNIE had prophesied correctly. 
Things did not turn out ail right. Next 
morning, Mrs. Meech got a special deliv- 
ery that made her knees shake under her. 


“Dear Mrs. Meech, 


aE SSS 


To say I was surprised to get your | 


letter is to put it mildly. Our club 
members have always stood for co- 
operation and never before in my wide 
experience have I met with such conduct 
as yours. 

You have wantonly attacked a very 
fine gentleman. Mr. Kolonov came to 
our club with the best of credentials. 
His speech on “The Melody of Ethics’ 
has been yiven at women’s clubs from 
coast to coast and praised by the highest 
authorities on the subject. 

Unless I receive from you a complete 
repudiation, I shall feel forced to show 
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AGREEABLE” 


I NDEED, 
ou should, lovely lady! You 
Sites no complexities, no un- 
certainties to worry your 
pretty head. Yours is the free- 
dom of intelligent living — 
for you are one of those thou- 
sands of modern Canadian 
women who know the facts 
about proper antiseptic fem- 
inine hygiene. Your medicine 
cabinet contains “Lysol” Dis- 
infectant in the brown bottle 
in the sealed orange carton— 
your reassurance of antiseptic 
cleanliness. 


LYSOL HAS THESE SIX 
SPECIAL FEATURES 


1. Safety . . . “Lysol” is gentle and 
reliable. It contains no harmful free 
caustic alkali. 

2. Effectiveness . . . “Lysol” is a true 
germicide which means that it kills 
germs under practical conditions— 
even in the presence of organic mat- 
ter (such as dirt, mucus, serum, pus, 
etc.) Some other preparations are 
not effective when they meet with 
these conditions. 

3. Penetration . .. “Lysol” solutions, 
because of their low surface tension, 
spread into hidden folds of the skin, 
and thus virtually search out germs. 

4. Economy .. . “Lysol,” because it is 
concentrated, costs less than one cent 
an application in the proper solution 
for antiseptic feminine hygiene. 

5. Odor . . . The cleanly odor of 
“Lysol” disappears immediately after 





use. 
6. Stability . “Lysol” keeps its full 
strength, no matter how long it is 
kept, no matter how often 
it is uncorked. 


“Lysol Health . 
Library” 
containing vital facts about 
Feminine Hygiene, will be 
sent to you postpaid—just 
send your name and ad- 
dress to Lysol (Canada) 
Ltd., Dept. C-6. 9 Davies 
Ave., Toronto 8, Canada. 
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Dear Counsellor. I married very 
young and have a large family. My hus- 
band is several years older than I am, and 
of late has an idea that I am untrue to 
him. This is entirely wrong, but I am con- 
stantly humiliated and wounded by his 
accusations. Finally, he has become so 
obsessed with the idea that he threatens 
to put me out of the house. What could a 
woman with a number of children do under 
such circumstances? How could I get 
along?—L. M., Toronto, Ontario. 

Answer. There is a period in a man’s 
life when he has disturbances and very 
often the first symptom of this is suspicion 
of his wife’s infidelity. It may be possible 
that this is the basis of your present diffi- 
culty. 

You tell me that you have children, and 
I would suggest that you keep them in 
mind and continue to provide a home for 
them until such time as they can start out 
for themselves. 

Do not worry about your husband's 
accusations; continue to be good to him 
and try to avoid as much controversy as 
possible with him. Allow some remarks 
to go without retort, with the thought in 
mind that you are doing so for a purpose. 
In this way the remarks will not bear sting 
as they otherwise would. 

If your problem becomes absolutely 
intolerable, I would suggest that you see 
your local magistrate, ask his advice and 
see if a private interview with the magis- 
trate and your husband will not bring 
about a better understanding in your 
home. Then, too, you have the Children’s 
Aid Society to which you can appeal. 


Sen Infatuated With Married Woman 


Dear Counsellor. We are worried 
about our son. He has an infatuation for 
a married woman. She and her husband 
encourage him to go there. Sometimes 
when he knows the man is going to be 
away, he goes, too. He has been a good 
son to me other ways but this has been 
going on for some t me. I have pleaded 
with him to give her up, but he declares 
there is nothing between them. I know 
she has had other affairs. Kindly advise 
a worried mother.—A. M., Ontario. 


Answer. What response did you get 
from your boy when you talked to him? 
Did you point out to him that there can 
only be one ending to such a friendship, 
and that the ruination of not only his own 
life but the life of the woman in question? 
There is no doubt that this woman has 
a hold on him, as very often older women 
have on young men. Is there no older male 
friend in whom he would confide? Ask 
him to show this boy where he is making 
a fool of himself 


Girl Can't Have People In 


Dear Counsellor. I am an orphan and 
live with a relative, and go to work every 
day. 1 am about twenty-five and the 
home-loving type, but how can one meet 


He is a good friend. A trusted adviser, 
who takes your problems and examines 
them sympathetically, wisely. How often 
a sane judgment about something too 
close to you to be seen in its proper 
perspective may mean new hope. Bring 
your problems to the Family Counsellor. 


He is helping hundreds every month. 


people very much staying at home? When 
I go out with girl friends, I usually meet 
them on the street or go to their homes, 
as I feel I cannot invite them to my rela- 
tive’s. Also, if I accept ‘nvitations, I am 
under an obligation to invite people back. 
I could not bear to live alone. What do 
you suggest?—F. D., Ontario. 

Answer. Why not have a frank talk 
with your relative and place before her the 
situation in which you find yourself? If 
this does not bring results, I would make 
an effort to relocate myself in a home 
where I would perhaps be the only boarder 
and would have an opportunity of getting 
nearer the family and abiding by the 
advice of the mother. You might find such 
a home through an ad. or your church. 

At your age you should be meeting 
people because it is apparent that you are 
longing for a home of your own. Have you 
ever attended any of the Young People’s 
societies in your church? Perhaps you 
might find there the companionship you 
need so much. 

It is not fair to yourself to remain in 
your present position, and unless you can 
come to some definite understanding that 
you can have both male and female visitors 
in your home, I would suggest that you 
move. 

What do you do with your leisure hours? 
Are you improving yourself or are you 
just worrying about your present plight? 
You must make yourself attractive to 
others, both male and female, and there 
is no way of doing this except by having 
interests outside yourself. 


Family Budget for a Small Salary 


Dear Counsellor. We have been earn- 
est budgetters for the ten years of our 
married life, and whether due to that or 
not, we have never, at any time, had dis- 
agreements over money matters. Our 
income has always been limited—at times 
very much so—but the planning of the 
budget each year has given us both a clear 
understanding of our financial position. 

Are we making the best division of our 
resources? We question this sometimes 
when we find that others of our acquain- 
tance, whose income is no greater than 
ours, seem to have more to spend on 
recreation, education, and holidays than 
we have. Would you be kind enough to 
comment on the following budget? 


Income, $35.00 per week $1,820 
Food and ice. $9.00 per week 468 


CeNEREE S cacs dae ek 4nd 200 
Bene DER BD es ot cc ic tens 390 
Fuel and electricity.......... 150 
Furnishings and upkeep. .... . 40 
Doctor, dentist, drugs........ 40 
Gifts and charities........... 65 
Insurance. . . a eae 175 


Recreation and holidays. meee ¢ 
Car-fare and petty expenses.. 102 


$1,820 
“Budgeteer,’”” Hamilton, Ont. 


[Continued on page 73} 

















*“A complete matched makeup .. . 
face powder, rouge, lipstick, eye sha- 
dow and mascara. You buy it all by 
the color of your eyes. My eyes are 
blue, so I buy Marvelous Makeup in 
the Dresden type . . . and I adore it 
because it really seems like a hand- 
tailored makeup designed especially 


KN hex Chowder 


lovely Broadway ingenue, 
starred in “‘Boy Meets Girl” 
al, in its London presentation. 





“So easily! I do hate the bother of shop- 
ping around for makeup colors, don’t 
you? That’s why it’s so grand to discover 
a complete set of matched makeup that 
looks absolutely perfect on me—it’s 
Marvelous Makeup, Parisian type, keyed 
to brown eyes.” 


Ci Cg BO 


vivacious young star of 
“Co-respondent Unknown.” 


Cor right, 1936 


marvelous 7%: Méci/MAKEUP 


“It really makes a tremendous difference 
to have all your makeup blended with the 
color of your eyes. Marvelous Matched 
Makeup, Continental type, for hazel eyes, 
is perfectly suited for me.” 


bys 


stage and radio favorite, ingenue 
star of ‘3 Wise Fools.” 
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| “I guess you’d be cross, if you were me,”’ To top off the whole business, she tele- s 
she sobbed. phoned a Montreal publisher and found Rheumatism Spread , 
“Why— Winifred that the set of books which Mr. ng tp 
“Maybe you love me,”’ Mrs. Meech went _ had offered at fifty dollars could be bought T All i J s 
on hoarsely, “‘but I don’t believe you love anywhere for twenty-five. o er oints ) 
| id me as much as I love you. You wouldn’t Minnie telephoned, as usual, on the oe | 
i | ever sacrifice your honor for me, John night before the meeting. Minnie had the : : ss | 
a HAVE YOU Meech. No, you wouldn’t. You’d just be anti-Chubbs at her house for dinner. They Obtained Relief by Using | 
ee . mean and keep your honor.” were organizing to fight Mrs. Meech’s Kruschen Salts i 
5 s Well—who on earth cause tomorrow, according to the club i 
, Ne AD iis S “I’m doing all this for your sake, you constitution and Roberts Rules of Order. Here is a sad story of suffering, but it has 
| ungrateful man!” From being nobody, Mrs. Meech had |a happy ending. This woman was attacked 
BOOKLET 4 John sat down on the sofa and took her sprung into the limelight. She was making | by severe rheumatism which spread to all her 
. hand. club history. Minnie said they were rally- | joints. But Kruschen brought relief as she 
pe “Tell me about it,” he said. ing around Mrs. Meech, calling her the | describes below: 
In a new booklet the makers of Between sobs, Mrs. Meech told. When spearhead of the opposition, Mrs. Meech “I feel it mydutyto tell you how Kruschen 
“Rendells” tell a story that is she finished, John’s face had a peculiar tried to sound like a spearhead. | Salts brought me relief from a severe attack 
every married woman’s intimate expression. His mouth twitched at the oon my smoke tomorrow,” she said z ee had cont a in my 
: corners. tersely. egs an cnees, later spreading to every 
concern. “iy map a. re “It’s very sweet of you, Winifred,” he “You know, Winifred, I really believe | joint in my body. This lasted over a period 
Zoe, WARE BSve FOUnC in UUs said. “Very sweet. But the queer part is there’s more in you than meets the eye,” | of 13 weeks. I was then ordered to bed with 
convenient, practical prescrip- -well, perhaps I shouldn’t tell you.” Minnie said thoughtfully. “‘Still waters | ac ute rheumatism. I was recommended to : 
“Go on. I can bear it.”’ run deep.” | try Kruschen and before finishing the second 


bottle I was able to perform my normal 
| duties.”-—(Mrs.) I. D. 

Rheumatic conditions are frequently due 

to an excess of uric acid in the body. Two of 


tion the satisfactory solution to | 
personal feminine hygiene. 
Send for your copy of this free | 


“The truth is—I don’t exactly need your 
sacrifice.” 
“Don’t need—”’ 


MRS. MEECH had no time to wonder 
what the anti-Chubbs were planning. That 


booklet, and read, in a clear “That Kolonov can’t possibly sue me. next afternoon she left for the club, 
He can’t sue a person who is quoted in a mumbling. She had been mumbling her | t#e ingredients of Kruschen Salts have the 


| power of dissolving uric acid. Other ingredi- 
ents in these Salts assist Nature to expel the 
dissolved uric acid through the natural 
channels, 


understandable way, information 


on this vitally important matter. defense all morning, as if she were on trial 


for her life. The club room was crowded. 
Mrs. Meech took a seat on the back row, 


letter. He might sue you, but I don’t see 
what he could get out of it.” 


The Lyman Agencies Ltd., “Oh—John—if I had only known you 





286 St. Paul St. West, 
Montreal. 
Please send me copy of the free booklet, 
“Personal Hygiene”. 


iit ciresarskahtiisnaded-tsbbenonislasssqeeqsotuentisitemseneonteseccesoee 





“Rendells’’ are simple, easy and ready- 
to-use. Harmless as purest oils; at body 


couldn’t be sued—”’ 

“Any good lawyer could have told you 
that.” 

Mrs. Meech sat bolt upright on the sofa. 
She felt very absurd. It was so humiliating 
to find that her lofty spiritual flight was 
useless. John was having a hard time to 
keep from laughing, and she had meant 
him to be so proud. She saw on his face 
that special look of tender exasperation. 

“I do appreciate it, Winifred—”’ 


surrounded by anti-Chubbs. They gave 
her encouraging winks. Minnie whispered 
something about Chubb and Waterloo. 
Mrs. Meech felt the heady wine of mass 
determination. 

Butter Puss was on the platform, up- 
holstered in grey velvet. The meeting 
started like any other. Minutes and Com- 
mittees were heard. Old Business was over 
in an unnaturally short time. The anti- 
Chubbs kept putting the question. Even 


NEW HAND-KNIT 
“GL Be s 8 


es 
s 


heat they quickly melt to soothe a pro- “G coy, Jah ode te eae 

tective film over delicate membranes and think” away, JON, pease. want to = c er a are something Eee 

tissues. Individually foil-wrapped in abnormal in the air and a frown came ere NE i 
In that moment, Mrs. Meech struck between her pencilled brows. New 


boxes of 12. Just ask your druggist for 


RENDELLS. 


Mercolized Wax 





t like oe cream. we beautifies while you sleep. 
‘ax brings out ed nged hidden beauty. 


a refreshing, stimu- 


rock bottom. She was scraped raw, down 
to the essential woman that she was. And 
what sort of a woman was that? Far in- 
side, something stirred and coiled. She 
began to feel angry. Her mind doubled up 
its fists. John and Minnie and all the rest 
thought she was a goose, did they? They 
thought she didn’t have any fight, did 
they? Well, she’d show them. She’d make 
them feel that Winifred Meech knew 
enough to come in out of the rain. 

All that night, she didn’t close an eye. 
By morning, she had decided what she was 
going to do. She felt like a new woman, all 
will power. Once more she telephoned 


“Never you mind. I’m going to have 


Business was at hand. The club room was 
so still that Mrs. Meech could hear the 
roll of paper crackle in her lap. 

“I have a painful duty to perform,” 
Mrs. Chubb said, in the tone of one who 
finds duty a pleasure. “One of our mem- 
bers, Mrs. John Meech, is guilty of con- 
duct unbecoming a member. As your 
president, I can only express my regret 

The anti-Chubbs were on their feet, ris- 
ing to a point of special privilege, getting 
the floor. It was un-British, they argued, 
for the accused member not to be heard. 
Minnie moved that Mrs. Meech be allowed 
to defend herself. Butter Puss’s henchmen 


“‘Madame President,’”’ she began, “I 


7 aii 
: Fall-Winter 
STYLE 


BOOK No. 10 


THE REGENT KNITTING 


Do You Do with 


Minnie. She was secretly elated to dis- said their president knew unbecoming con- 
cover that her voice sounded as if she were duct when she saw it and any defense was 
\ @ Any com lexion can be made clearer. smoother, | 0" fire. — 5 se ve ; an insult to her judgment. The motion | 
as with M beaut ee ‘This single cream “Minnie,” she said firmly, “I’m going to was carried, although Mrs. Chubb went | 
om absorbs the discolored blem. | fight Chubb. I'm going to beat her into purple and said that everybody was out of 
ee ee ea nf Yat skin hidden bes Beings the ground. ; : order. The club room went quiet as a lull 
— Bat’ Mercolized sed Wax on your suis every Minnie’s gasp hissed over the wire. between storms. Mrs. Meech rose to her hat 
“When did the miracle happen?” feet. | 


ihe out wrinkles and age 


USisang skin tonic. at anne eliminates oiliness. Dis- 
a Saxolite in one-half pint witch hazel. 


Dr. <¢; Coie Nerve Food 








Butter Puss’s lifeblood. She can’t kick me 
out of her house and scare me to death and 
wreck my home life and get away with it.” 

“Bless my soul. What are you going to 
do?” 


“That’s my secret. I'll tell you in three 


cluding the lurid story of his forgery trial. 


repudiate my repudiation. Sergey Kolo- 
nov is a dirty crook!” 
“Go up on the platform where everybody 
can hear you,” an anti-Chubb called. 
Mrs. Meech climbed to the platform. 
She saw beneath her all the listening crowd 


that she had never dreamed she could face. 


{Continued on page 56} 


Your Little Finger 


—when you pick up a glass or cup? .. . You know from 
watching others that charm and golse can be destroyed 
instantly by the misuse of han And by the same 
token, the correct use of your bands can become a tre- 
mendous social and business asset. Great actresses 
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days at the club meeting. In the meantime, 
| I want you to round up your crowd and But she was beyond feeling afraid. It | *fhefakers of Frosulla-rthe famous akin lotion that ; 
| tell my story far and wide. Chubb doesn’t wasn’t just her club life that was at stake. | keeps hands, face and body smooth and lovely—asked | 
know it, but she’s got a wildcat by the  [t¢ was the old eager longing to make John ates = son the international authority on charm 
tail.” proud, the overwhelming desire not to be e a to hold a cigarette P 
a fathead. Mrs. Meech’s voice was firm e how to pick up cards i 
MRS. MEECH had no more time to waste and loud. She told all the story, just as it e@ how to shake hands i 
on the wire. Like an avenging arrow, she happened. She read the findings from the @ and how to make hands behave to the : 
| sped toward the public library. The idea public library. When she finished, there best advantage on all occasions 
| had come in the night. She remembered was applause, rolling up around her like a Margery Wilson gives the authoritative answers to 
how, in her school days, she had always warm cloud. seee hep Pe go po 
| gone to the library for information. It was Back in her seat again, Mrs. Meech felt booklet is priced at 50c, we have arranged to present 
information she wanted now, and plenty a little giddy. Now it was all over, her | it without ¢f aroten Pooeate ee 
of it. The library had an indexed file of | throat was dry and she wanted to go home. Just mail coupon with the front of a 35c, 50c or $1.00 
the Montreal papers. Into that file Mrs. But the anti-Chubbs were on their feet, — wear eet Sots bee and 
Meech plunged. giving her a vote of confidence. Then, | -.... — ee eee ween ene 
It was quite a task, digging up informa- all in a daze, Mrs. Meech gathered that re re B, 
tion about Mr. Kolonov, especially since they were moving to censure the president Sonne Coin. Street, 
he had changed his name so often. But the for conduct unbecoming her office. Mrs. | Hereis the bes front—send me my copy 
story was there, if anybody had patience, Meech was too tired to follow half they of Margery Wilson’s book on ha 
and Mrs. Meech had the desperate patience said. Anyhow, the motion was carried. | nome id le ce 
of a cornered raccoon. She copied every Mrs. Chubb went pale green. In a burst of aa 
newspaper account of Mr. Kolonov, in- wounded pride and oratory, she resigned. nena ennneneneneneeeneeeeen ewe ; 
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Second Honeymoon 


(Continued from page 13) 





“The fourth day?” Mason repeated in 
surprise. He and Anne had been in Barce 
lona two days, but they had heard nothing 
of any revolution before tonight. 

“You wouldn’t have known, unless you'd 
just happened to run into it. There was 
some stiff fighting around the waterfront 
yesterday. It’s getting worse and spread 
ing out right along. Streets and roads 
closed now, I fancy; trains and plane ser- 
vice stopped. No way out of town, and 
don’t do to stay. Likely to be famine, or 
the whole place knocked apart about one’s 
ears. Beastly business.’’ The tall English- 
man completed his futile inspection of the 
pantry, then walked out of the room and 
out of Mason’s life. 

Famine the place knocked apart 
Mason grew uneasy. Unreasonably he 
repeated the Englishman’s inspection of 
the pantry, though he knew in advance it 
would yield nothing; then, because he 
could think of nothing else to do, he went 
downstairs. At the first landing he froze, 
looking down upon the obscure hunch of 
a body he had almost stepped on. It was the 
body of a dead man, and his death had 
been horrible; he had been hacked almost 
apart. Mason walked in a wide circle 
around him, and went on to the lobby with 
his flesh crawling. The lower floor was all 
unlighted. except by the intermittent 
feeble glow from the fire outside; but it 
was not so dark that he could not see two 
or three more still, hacked bodies on the 
floor. 

He stood still, trying to think what he 
should do. It would be a long way, he 
supposed, to the British consulate, and as 
things were now, he probably would never 
get there. His automobile was in a garage 
down the street, but the chauffeur was 
lodged in another, smaller hotel several 
blocks away; Mason tried to call him by 
phone from the central desk, but either it 
was out of order or no one bothered to 
answer it. He ended by going back up- 
stairs. 

He found Anne lying on the bed in dark- 
ness. She was very still, but awake. He 
wondered what she was thinking and feel- 
ing: he felt an instinctive shame that he 
had been able to do nothing for her. bring 
nothing back to her. He had failed in that 
most ancient obligation of the male, he 
thought; he had not found food. 

“Nobody anywhere around--kitchen’s 
locked. Looks as if we'll have to get along 
without dinner,”’ he explained gruffly. 
“I'll sit up. keep an eye open. You grab 
yourself some sleep.” 

“I’m not sleepy.” she said, sitting up. 
But he refused to permit her that sacrifice, 
and stayed awake through the night. Once, 
imprudently, he lit a cigarette, and its 
glow must have gone out through the punc- 
tured shutters. for the sniper across the 
street promptly opened fire. 

“IT don’t think I like that man. Such 
a one-track mind,"’ Anne murmured from 
the bed, some time after Mason had ground 
out his cigarette and the firing had stopped. 

“Me. either,” he agreed, understating 
as terrifically as she. With the shutters 
closed, the room was hot, stifling; a dun- 
geon. He wanted to murder that sniper. 


MORNING BROUGHT a sharp resump- 
tion of the fighting, which seemed to be 
advancing from the plaza up the street. It 
brought also a comparative coolness to the 
room, and Mason dozed in his chair. He 
awakened much later to a grumble of 
voices. Anne had opened the door to two 
men in khaki, and was trying to talk back 
to them in her schoolgirl Spanish. A little 
of their conversation Mason understood, 
or guessed at. They wanted to see pass- 
ports; they were interested also in Mason’s 


business card. They said something about 
an automonil and its cochero. 

“It seems we’ve been hobnobbing wit! 
a vicious character,”’ she translated. when 
they had gone. “Our chauffeur seems to 
be either a Red devil or not a Red devil 
I'm not quite up on local politics. Any 
how, they’re going to shoot him and maybe 
us too. They've confiscated our car, and 
we're being held on suspicion.’ 

“How about getting something to eat?” 
Mason said 

“Il asked 
shrugged.”’ 

“Well, I'll ask them again,” he said 
irritably. It was nearly noon, and he had 
missed three meals; he wasn’t used .to 
missing meals. He went out. The hall was 
unoccupied, but at the head of the stairs 
was a group of soldiers sleeping on mat- 
tresses dragged out from some of the 
rooms. In the lobby were more soldiers. 
and at a table in the smoking room sat a 
thick man with épaulettes, a tight Sam 
Browne belt, and an air of authority. 
Mason went to him. 

“Excuse me. Perdon,” he said, making 
a valiant effort at remembering some of 
the few Spanish words he had picked up. 
“My wife—mia esposa~and I, are hun- 
grv. Hambriento 

The thick man barely looked up before 
resuming the study of a paper in his hand. 
“T speak English perfectly,’’ he said. 

An orderly came into the room. He put 
a deep plate, a spoon and knife and fork. 
a wine glass down before the thick man. 
Mason's mouth drooled. 

“We'd like some lunch,”’ he said. The 
thick man shrugged, not looking up; Mason 
said more loudly: ‘‘Well, at least we'd 
like to get in touch with the British consul 
here. You can’t confiscate our car and hold 
our chauffeur without a fair trial. You 
can’t shut us up here without anything to 
eat, with a sniper blazing away at us every 
time we stick our heads out—” 

“Anything can be done in a time like 
this. There is not much food in the city; 
and I do not know where you would find 
your consul. I do not even know if you 
have a consul any more,” the thick man 
answered, shrugging. 

Mason went away from him. He was 
simmering, and he had an angry reckless- 
ness. A soldier the orderly who had been 
setting the table-—-was coming along the 
hall from the kitchen, carrying a plate of 
soup on a tray. From it trailed a torturing 
odor, and Mason quivered. He watched 
the orderly disappear into the smoking 
room; he looked at the soldiers at the door. 
in the lobby. They were drowsy, indiffer- 
ent; he went swiftly down the hall to the 
kitchen. No one was in it; but there was 
soup in a pot on the stove, there was bread. 
there was fish on the open lid of the range 
oven: there was a heavenly-smelling kind 
of mess, like gumbo only thicker, more 
sharply spiced, and there was wine in two 
tall bottles. Mason ladled it all up on to 
plates; he put the plates and the wine 
bottles on a tray, and carried it across the 
hall to the automatic service elevator. He 
had its door closed behind him before the 
orderly reappeared; he was upstairs when 
the man’s howls of rage began from below. 
He listened a moment. The orderly was 
berating his comrades; he didn’t suspect 
the Canadian. 


them that, and they just 


HE GRINNED, and went on into his 
room. He swaggered a little, entering it 

a triumphant hunter returning home with 
game on both shoulders. Anne was sitting 
limply in a chair, and she was staring down, 
white-faced, at the hand that held the 
automatic. 

“Well, we eat. And it ought to be good. 
It’s a general’s dinner. Or at least a 
colonel’s,”” he bragged; and then he saw 
her face. He saw also that the shutters 
were away from the window, and the 
room cooled and sweetened by a small 
wind blowing in through it. He looked in 
alarm out at the roof top opposite, but the 
sniper was no longer there. 

“Why, what’s happened?” he ques- 
tioned, in bewilde ment 


| 


SENT TO 
MARRY 
UNKNOWN 
HUSBANDS 


pris picture dramatizes one of the 
most romantic scenes in Canadian 
History—the landing of a group of youne 
French women at Quebec in 1665, pledged 
to marry lonely bachelors they had never 
seen. The aie of France dared the hard- 
ships of pioneering in a new country to 
realize security and independence. 

To bring these same blessings to Canadian 


| men and women The Mutual Life of Canada 


| in 1869 


pioneered life insurance on a 
MUTUAL basis, sharing all surplus earn- 
ings with policyholders, who alone own the 
Company. 

During the past 67 years policyholders have 
received surplus earnings in the form of 


“dividends”, of 
$66,000,000. 

Beneficiaries have received a total of over 
$200,000,000. 

The Company’s assets, all owned by policy- 

holders, exceed 
$156,000,000. 


MUTUAL [IFE 


Established 1869 
Head Office ° Waterloo, Ont. 
“Owned by the Policyholders” 
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(See note below reperding free 
is 


color reprints of this picture) 


Over 150,000 Canadians have provided for 
income for their later years by pensions, 
endowments, annuities, etc., and for pro- 
tection for their families, by insuring with 
The Mutual Life of Canada. Total insur- 
ance now exceeds $535,000,000. 


Many people are using our “COMPLETE 
PLAN” which provides for income for the 
education of children, for independence in 
later years, a fund for emergencies and a 
aude income programme if the bread- 
winner is remo by death. 


Write to our Head Office at Waterloo, 
Ontario, for particulars of the “Complete 
Plan” at your age. 


(Reprints of the picture “Wives for New 
France”, 9 in. by 12 in., in full color, will 
be sent free to anyone requesting a copy 
for framing.) 
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“My pet hate_ 


powder that 
shows up chalky 
in strong light” 


Ww asked 1,067 girls—One 
of their pet hates in a 
powder, they voted, is showing 
too much! 


And Pond’s Powder led all 
others in “not giving that pow- 
dered look.” Twice the number 
of votes of the second favorite. 
Three times the vote of the 
third! 

“Glare-proof” colors —The 
reason is in Pond’s colors. 
“Glare-proof,” they catch only 
the softer rays of light—won't 
show up chalky in strongest 
light. Special ingredients give 
Pond’s its soft, clinging texture 
—keep it fresh looking for 
hours. 


Low prices. Decorative screw-top 
jars, 50¢. New big boxes, 15¢, 30¢. 


Pond's never looks 


—ht clings 
oeie 2 most important 
—vo0 








Pe * aot. 


Pond’s Extract Co. of Canada, Ltd., Dept. M, 
167 Brock Avenue, Toronto, Ontario 

Please rush, free, 5 different shades of Pond’s 
“Glare-proof” Powder, enough of each for a thorough 
5-day test. 
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i 
Made in Canada. All rights reserved by 
Ponds Extract Co. of Canada, Ltd. 











Marriage for Two 


(Continued from page 16} 





him one night when I was with them, 
“vou’re that sort of person, don’t you 
see? You have been living your own life 
up till now the way a man in your line 
should live.it. That's why I like you--why 
I fell in love with you in the first place. 
And if you try to fit yourself into every 
little groove of my life, giving up all these 
other things which make you so attractive, 
I wouldn’t like you at all. You'd become 
dull, dissatisfied with yourself. We'd be 
bored with each other inside of a month. 
Perhaps fight-—-who knows?” 

Altogether, it was quite a speech, be- 
cause who knows what might have hap- 
pened if they had followed his inclination 
at that time, to give up a career forthwith 
and settle down in a conventional nest 


| with her? 


But they didn’t. They managed an 
arrangement which allowed him the needful 


, freedom of movement. Today, this couple 


_ are as happily married as any I know. And 


I believe they will go on being happily 
married until the end of their days because 
they found out early in their acquaintance 
how to remain two people while becoming 
one. 


HOW ARE others to achieve this same 
end? 

Well, that is a question which can be 
answered, in part, by paying pretty strict 
attention to the following. They are factors 


| which, in the estimation of modern au- 
' thorities, make for success in married life. 


First, there is the matter of money. It 
is not all important by any means, but so 
important in this modern world that one 
can’t afford to leave it out of consideration 
entirely. More marriages have been 
wrecked during recent trying years be- 
cause of having too much money or not 
quite enough, than by any other cause. It 


| doesn’t seem to be a matter of how much 
' you have, but how you control what you 


have that counts. You can be as happy as 
a king and queen on a clerk’s wages, or 


| miserable on the income of a millionaire. 


Then there is the question of recreational 
life. Too many young couples coop them- 
selves up like doves in a cote. In a little 
nest, as they love to call it. And they dis- 
cover, to their sorrow, that a world inhab- 
ited by only two people quickly becomes 
overcrowded. A good deal of considera- 
tion, therefore, should be given to variety 
of programme. Not only to sport and 


| activity of a purely physical sort, but to 


the equally stimulating fields of art, the 
theatre, hobbies—-and the church. 
Adjustment to in-laws is another prob- 


| lem which must be solved by all newly 


married couples, and the sooner it is 
settled the better. Newlyweds should 
stand on their own feet, even if it means 
trampling the corns of elders on both sides 
of the house. In-laws should be kept in 
their place. Too many unions have been 
wrecked because in-laws came in the front 
door so frequently that one of the partners 


| in marriage went out the back. Young 


| 


married couples should always feel that 
this is their show, being staged on their 
own stage, and in its more intimate mo- 
ments at least, a very private showing. 
The creation of a “Home” is also of 
vital importance. A home means more 
than a house, because a home is the entire 


atmosphere, the spirit---if you like to call 
it that--of a house in which a marriage is 
taking place. The house itself needn’t be a 
mansion, nor should the fact that it didn’t 
cost much make it a hovel. It should 
reflect the personalities and interests of the 
two people inhabiting it, and in equal pro- 
portion. 

Responsibility to society as a 
sounds like a tall order for a young couple 
to consider, but consider it they must. Too 
many newly married folks declare that 
they “want to live their own lives.’ In 
saying which they fail to realize that this 
very system which permits them to live 
in peace and quiet and convenience, with 
policemen, firemen, etc., at their beck and 
call, results from the combined efforts of a 
great many people like themselves. They 
should, therefore, take some part in public 
affairs in order to keep such a system 
going --or, better still, improve it. 

And last of all, we come to Sex. 

This little word of only three letters, the 
cause of so much misunderstanding in 
some unions, so much real satisfaction in 
others, has been with us since the begin- 
ning and will remain with us until the end. 
It is the secret of living happily together 
as man and wife. 

Many couples have never been able to 
find this secret. There was a time, not so 
long ago, when any discussion of sex was 
definitely taboo. Parents, not too familiar 
with its secret themselves, shirked from 
telling their children the facts of life. 
Many, to their shame, s/7/l neglect this 
duty of the parent to the child. Sex infor- 
mation, I believe, should be given to 
children, but not all at once. It should be 
imparted as their need for it grows, so that 
they think of it as a natural part of life, 
which, after all, it is, and not as something 
quite apart from normal existence. 

Misinformation regarding sex, or no 
informationat all colors a man’s or woman’s 
whole approach to marriage, and in most 
cases they are the unsuspecting victims of 
two extremes. 

There is a middle course, though, which 
calls not only for a knowledge of sex and 
its place in married life, but for emotional 
training which has been neglected alto- 
gether too much until recent years. The 
giving of this is not the responsibility of 
the parent alone. It rests with all agencies 
coming in contact with a growing child or 
youth, whether in the home, the school, the 
Church, the playground, the summer camp. 
or the street. 

Hitherto we have felt that if we bring 
a child up to have a sound body, a normal 
brain, that is all that can be expected of 
us. Now we realize that that is not enough. 
We must also emphasize the emotional 
side of a child’s development. 

Most people who make a failure of 
marriage do so because they can’t take it 
on the chin. They lack kindliness, con- 
sideration, courage and those other virtues 
which are possessed by people of normal 
emotional strength. It is the lack of these 
that prompts women to walk out on men 
just because they have lost jobs. The 
same lack prompts men to desert just 
because they have lost a job or an argu- 
ment, or because their wife has had a baby. 
They desert because they are unable to 
face adult life. 

All of which points to the necessity for 
developing an all-round sort of personality 
if you wish to make a go of marriage. It 
calls for control and direction of the many 
sides of your nature, physical, mental and 
emotional, so that when a crisis develops 
—or little difficulties crop up, as they most 
certainly will in marriage -you face them, 
not childishly as a child would, but capably 
as a grown man or woman should do. 
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REMEDY IS 
MADE AT HOME 


‘OU can now make at home a 

better gray hair remedy than 
you can buy, by following this 
simple recipe: Tohalf pint of 
water add oneounce bay rum, 
a amall box of Orlex Com- 
pound and one-fourth ounce 
of glycerine. Any druggist 
can put this up or you can 
mix it yourself at very little 
cost. Apply to the hair twice 
a week until the desired 
Orlex imparts color to streaked, 
faded, or gray hair, makes it soft and glossy and 
takes years off your looks. It will not color the 
scalp, is not sticky or greasy and does not rub off. 


WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE— 


And You'll Jump Out of Bed in the Morning 
Rarin’ to Go 


The liver should pour out two pounds of liquid 
bile into your bowels daily. If this bile is not 
flowing freely, your food doesn’t digest. It just 
decays in the bowels. Gas bloats up your stomach, 
You get constipated. Harmful poisons go into the 
body, and you feel sour, sunk and the world 
looks punk. 

A mere bowel movement doesn’t always get 
at the cause. You need something that works on 
the liver as well. It takes those good, old Carter's 
Little Liver Pills to get these two pounds of bile 
flowing freely and make you feel “up and up”. 
Harmless and gentle, they make the bile flow 
freely. They do the work of calomel but have no 
calomel or mercury in them. Ask for Carter’s 
Little Liver Pills by name! Stubbornly refuse 


| anything else. 25c. 
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easiness took possession of them. Mason 
roved, hands in pockets, pausing fre- 
quently to stare out of a window, at brick 

“Look here,” he said, at last. ‘‘We don’t 
want to stay over in Toulouse, do we?” 

“I don’t see why we should. I never 
heard of anybody staying over in Tou- 
louse.”” He looked at her questioningly, 
and he was shocked to see the familiar firm 
set of her chin, the ancient battle light in 
her eyes. 

“Great Scott! Are we going to start all 
that again?” he asked himself, in horror. 
Yesterday, for a few hours under duress, 
they had been very admirable human 
beings. They had been resourceful, cour- 
ageous, strong with a strength that in each 
owed something to the other; and if 
kindness, loyalty, unselfishness are any 
part of love, they had loved each other 
very deeply then. But now they were 
going to resume quarrelling right where 
they had left off. 

He heard, with detachment as if it were 
a stranger’s, his own voice saying brusque- 
ly: “I suppose you still want to go to 
Italy?” 

“And I suppose,” she said challengingly, 
“You still want to go to England.” They 
faced each other warily, like first-round 
boxers, until, unbelievably, she said: ‘Well 





Odds and Ends of Bridge 


Continued from page 41) 





South's first choice was spades and he 
called 2 in that suit over the Dealer's 
diamond bid. Most certainly he should have 
gone back to spades over East’s double of 
4 hearts. East would have doubled again, 
but the 4 spade contract could have been 
made, as in that suit South could spare 
trumps to win the diamond leads. 

We have discussed a few ‘‘odds’’—now 
let us glance at an ‘“‘end.” 

Some people make a great to-do over 
“end plays’ and call them by impressive 
names. But asa matter of fact most intel- 
ligent players who study the hands and 
plan ahead, arrive at good end plays. One 
that occurs frequently is the ‘““Throw-in,” 
or ‘Throwing the Lead.’’ Suppose you 
have a tenace in your hand— A QorK J 
or a King with one or two little cards. 
You have reason to suspect that the 
missing card of your tenace, or the ace of 
your plain King, is where you do not want 
it to be-—on your left, and over you. So 
you plan to force the left-hand opponent 
to lead up to your tenace, or your King, 
as the case may be. To do so, you must 
keep a card in some suit in which you 
know the opponent holds a winner, and 
must then proceed to strip his hand of all 
the other suits —or alternatively—of all 
but one other suit, which you can trump 
in one hand while discarding a loser in the 
other hand, if he leads it. Look at this 
hand. -quite an ordinary one. 


we'llgoto England whenever you're ready.” 

“What?” he said. He didn’t credit this 
miracle, greater than any of the day before. 

“We'll go to England, since you want 

to so much. We’re on a direct road to 
-aris—-we could have another day there 
and be in London by Wednesday. We'll 
have two weeks or more to look at inns 
and castles.” 

“Look here,”’ he said, flustered. ‘Look 
here now. Did I ever say we had to go to 
England? I mean, did I ever arbitrarily 
put my foot down and say it was England, 
or else?” 

“Yes. You did,” she said. 

“No, I didn’t. I merely made the sug- 
gestion, subject to discussion. Personally, 
I’d rather go to Italy. Nobody goes to 
England except in the spring, maybe.” 

She opened her mouth for a heated reply, 
then closed it. ‘Do you know,” she said 
wonderingly, ‘“‘we’re quarrelling again. 
Whatever we do or say, we seem destined 
to quarrel. Only, this is one of those nice 
quarrels like we used to have. Remem- 
ber?” 

Yes,” he said. “And do you remember 
how we used to settle them?” 

“Do you?” she asked; and she relaxed, 
with a happy sigh, as he reached into his 
pocket for a coin to flip, 


NORTH 
&-QJ3 
V6 32 
@ QJ 109 
& KJ9 
WEST EAST 
&@-A82 &@-K95 
Y-AK?7 ¥ O85 
@—K 76 @-A52 
fd AQ52 8643 
SOUTH 
&@—10764 
¥Y—jJ1094 
@-8 43 
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West dealt and called “2 no trump.” He 
has five H. T. and a count of twenty. 
North passed. East hesitated - he has two 
H. T. and a count of nine and thought a 
slam possible, but luckily he decided to 
bid “3 no trump.” 

North led off his Queen of diamonds, and 
West studied the hands as soon as the 
Dummy was down. He had eight tricks 
in sight—-but if the club finesse failed he 
was one down. Could the contract be 
made in any other way? If North's lead 
was from the top of a sequence in a four- 
card suit, and he held three cards in each 
of the other suits, then a “throw-in play” 
would be safer than trying the finesse. He 
decided to play for the ‘“‘throw-in.” So 
he took the diamond Queen with the ace, 
played off three rounds of hearts, North 
following suit, and then three spades. 
North took the third spade, and led the 
Jack of diamonds. West won with the 
King, and led another diamond. Now 
North could only make his fourth diamond. 
and was then obliged to lead up to West’s 
Queen, ace, of clubs, 


GIRL MISSING! 


How often have you read that in your newspaper? It appears 
hundreds of times every year throughout Canada. 


Who are the missing girls? Where do they go? What becomes of 


them? 


In January Chatelaine the white slave traffic and its operation in the 
Dominion is brought perilously close to home, to you. Don't fail to 
read the revelation of this gangrenous growth, and what can be 


Jone about it, in “Girl Missing.” 





How to Curb 


a Cold Quickly | 













2 if throat is sore, 
® crush and stir 3 
“ASPIRIN” tablets in 
1/3 glass of water. Gar- 
gle twice. This eases 
throat rawness and 
soreness almost 
instantly. 





Repeat treatment in 2 hours. 


Take 2 “ASPIRIN” tablets and 
@ drink a full glass of water. 












Get Quick-Acting, 
Quick-Dissolving ‘‘ASPIRIN”’ 
TAKE 2 TABLETS 


The modern way to 
ase a cold is this: 
Two “Aspirin” tab- 
lets the moment you 


| feel a cold coming on. Then re- 
| peat, if necessary, according to 
| instructions in the box. 


At the same time, if you have 


'a sore throat, crush and dis- 


solve three “‘Aspirin” tablets in 
one-third glass of water. And 


| gargle with this mixture twice. 


The “Aspirin” you take in- 
ternally will act to combat the 
fever and the pains accompany- 
ing colds. The gargle will pro- 
vide almost instant relief from 


/rawness and pain, acting like 
'a local anesthetic on the irrita- 


Demand and Get— 


ASPI 





ted membrane of your throat. 


Try this way. Your doctor, | 


we know, will endorse it. For’ 
it is quick, effective and ends 
the taking of strong medicines 
for a cold. | 

e “Aspirin” tablets are made 
in Canada. “Aspirin” is the 
registered trade-mark of the 
Bayer Company, Limited, of 
Windsor, Ontario. Look for the 
name Bayer in the form of a 
cross on every tablet. 
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SHE CERTAINLY LOOKS 
ATTRACTIVE - AND MUCH 
YOUNGER SINCE SHE 
STOPPED PAINTING 
HER LIPS! 


YES, 1 TOLD 


HER ABOUT 
TANGEE 





@ Unlike ordinary lipsticks, Tangee gives your 
lips youthful, natural color without painting 
them. It can’t paint—for Tangee contains a 
magic-color principle. As you apply Tangee, 
it changes to a warm shade of blush-rose—the 
natural, most flattering color for you. Made 
of a special cream base, Tangee keeps your 
lips soft, smooth and appealing. Permanent 
too—it won't rub off. Try Tangee—two sizes 
...50c and $1.00. Tangee Face Powder also 
contains the magic color-change principle. 


UNTOUCHED: Lips without any lip- 
stick often look faded, make the 
face seem older. 
PAINTED: Lips colored with paint 
look unnatural, coarse, and men 
don’t like it. 

TANGEE: Intensifies the natural 
rose of your lips, ends that 

ted look. 
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*% 4-PIECE MIRACLE MAKE-UP KIT | 
Palmers Ltd., 750 Vitre St. W., Montreal, Can. | 
Rush Miracle Make-Up Kit containing miniature ' 


Tangee 
Rouge, Face - Send 15c(stampsorcoin), | 
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ickly and safely you can tint those streaks of 
gay to lustrous eles of blonde, brown or black. 


ROWNATONE and a small brush does it. Used and 
Guaranteed 


ia 





approved for over twenty-four years, 
harmless. Active coloring agent is purely vegetable. 
Cannot affect waving of hair. Economical and lasting 
—will not wash out. Simply retouch as new gray ap- 
pears. Imparts rich, beautiful color with amazing 
speed. Easy to prove by tinting a lock of your own 
hair. BRO "ATONE is only 50c—at all drug and 
toilet counters—always on a money-back guarantec. 


For 
YOUR 


EYES 
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“IT shot him,’’ she said, quite calmly. 

‘‘What?” said Mason. 

“I shot that man. It was getting so hot 
and close in here I thought I'd try opening 
the shutters a little; but when I did, he 
began to shoot. I had the automatic in 
my hand, and I fired back. I didn’t mean 
to hit him—I didn’t even intend to shoot, 
I guess. I just shut my eyes and held the 
trigger back. I don’t think I killed him. 
He was able to crawl away.”” She looked 
at him, her eyes hard and brilliant, her 
cheeks feverish. ‘I suppose now you 
think I’m a potential murderess. I suppose 
you think I belong with Lucrezia Borgia 
and such people?” 

“I think—you’re wonderful,” he said. 
He said it slowly, awkwardly. He had 
told her that fervently many times in the 
first year or so of their marriage, but not 
much since; now suddenly he was redis- 
covering the marvel and the mystery of 
her. He had to think back to her ancestors, 
the men and women who had fought their 
way across a savage continent, to under- 
stand how she could do such a thing. He 
took her hand and squeezed it, then drew 
back, embarrassed as any young lover. 
“Here,” he said gruffly. ‘“Here’s some 
soup. Take it easy—it’s not supposed to 
be good for you to eat fast when you're 
too hungry.” 

They ate; slowly at first, then with frank 
voracity. They consumed everything on 
the tray, and then she said, with a con- 
tented sigh: ‘There. I’m ten pounds 
heavier, at least. And for once I’m glad of 
it. What now?” 

He had been asking himself that. ‘Well, 
we can’t stay here. There’s likely to be 
famine and anarchy in the town, and it 
won’t be every day that we can snatch a 
general’s dinner and get away with it; or 
shoot everybody that gets on our nerves. 
We'll have to find some way out.” 

“They’ve got our car,” she reminded 
him. “And the trains aren’t running.” 

“We'll see if we can’t get our car back.” 
He stood up and took the automatic. He 
felt a royal recklessness; he felt of heroic 
mold, capable of anything. “Are you 
willing to take a long-shot chance?” he 
asked her. 

“T just took one. It was fun, after the 
first horrible feeling had worn off, and I’d 
like to do it again. But I don’t think that 
gun is loaded any more.” 

“It’s just as well,” he said. “I’d prob- 
ably shut my eyes when I fired it, too, and 
my luck might not be as good as yours. 
But the big thing is, it looks loaded.” 


HE TOOK HER downstairs. It was hot 
now in the lobby and nobody paid much 
attention to them. Nobody pays much 
attention to anything during the siesta 
hours in Spain. They went into the lounge 
room, and the thick man with the épau- 
lettes at his shoulders was still there, look- 
ing very grumpy. Anybody will look 
grumpy when he has lost most of his 
dinner. 

“My wife and I want our car. We want 
to get out of here,”” Mason said to him. 

The thick man looked at him briefly, 
indifferently, from under scowling brows. 
He shrugged. Anne said suddenly, clearly: 
“Don’t argue with him, Gilbert. Just 
bump him off.” He looked at her, startled, 
and half rose, and Mason shoved the nose 
of the automatic into his belly. 

“We want our car,” he said. 

The thick man looked down at the gun. 
He looked at Gilbert, then at the gun 
again, and he shrugged. ‘Very well,” he 
agreed. “But later. It is hot now—I am 
waiting for my dinner.” 

“We want it now,” said Mason. He put 
the gun back into his pocket, but he kept 
his hand on it. ‘‘We want you to come with 
us. Go first, with my wife. I'll be right 
behind you.” 

The thick man looked at the pocket 
that had the gun, and again at Mason. 
He shrugged and turned to Anne, bowing 
gallantly. ‘It is a pleasure,” he said, and 
seemed to mean it. He gave her his arm, 
and the three of them went out into the 
lobby. They went past the guards at the 


door, out into the blinding radiance of the 
street; up it to an intersecting narrow 
street. On that street were half a dozen 
motor lorries, drawn up in close formation 
under guard of men who sat in every little 
patch of shade available; and behind the 
lorries was Mason’s car. Its glass was 
punctured in several places; fastened to its 
top were two mattresses. 

‘The bedding will be useful to keep you 
from being shot by traitors from the roof,” 
the thick man said, bowing deeply, as he 
handed Anne in. 

“Much obliged,’”’ Mason said. “Now 
please get in beside my wife. We want you 
to ride with us part of the way.”’ 

The thick man got in. Gilbert got in 
behind him, and Anne started the motor. 
They drove to the plaza, a poor, blurred 
copy of the gloriously vegetated square 
they remembered from two days before. 
A barrier was razed at the thick man’s 
order, and other barriers down the dam- 
aged Rambas, almost to the waterfront. 
There the thick man asked Anne to stop. 

“Your road goes out from here,”’ he said, 
gesturing to the left. ‘‘By this street you 
will get to St. Marti, which is a suburb, and 
there you will see the main road to Matero. 
From Matero there is a small cart road 
north to Granollers, which I would advise 
you to take. There is no revolution in 
Granollers yet, and if you should reach it, 
which I doubt, you can go on well enough 
to the frontier. I regret that I must leave 
you here. Beyond this point I would be of 
no good to you, for all this part is held by 
traitors.” 

He got out. He saluted Mason, bowed 
very deeply to Anne. 

“You had my greatest admiration, 
senora, when you said to bump me off,”” he 
told her. “Your sons, are you blessed with 
them, will be men of fire and steel. I am 
glad your husband made no mistake in his 
tactics, so that I did not have to have you 
shot.” 

“Thank you,”’ Anne said. 

They went safely through St. Marti, St. 
Andeu, Balalona. There was one bad 
moment in Matero, when they threaded a 
crossfire of people with political differences 
entrenched on opposite sides of the central 
plaza; but the outskirts of the town were so 
peaceful that they dared stop for petrol. 
Granollers, as the thick man had predicted, 
was, quiet drowsing in the afternoon sun. 
They had surprisingly little trouble at the 
border; and by midnight they were safely 
in Toulouse, a pretty little French town 
that has all the civilized advantages, 
including several hotels with special, double 
rates for tourists. 


NEXT MORNING it all seemed like a 
dream. Mason, awake first, looked at 
Anne, curled up beside him, her face buried 
in the pillows, and felt amazement, think- 
ing of what she had done. She was five 
feet two and one-fourth inches tall; she 
weighed one hundred and eleven pounds; 
her skin had still the rose-petal look that 
had charmed him when she was nineteen. 
She seemed the personification of what is 
called, for want of a better term, feminin- 
ity; she had some cool inviolate quality 
that Mason would have defined, vaguely, 
as refinement. Yet yesterday she had shot 
a man. 

“But that’s no funnier than me,” he 
thought. He who had handled negotiable 
millions for other people without ever 
thinking of taking a penny of it, had stolen 
a man’s dinner. And he, who had never 
fired a gun or even been in a fight with fists 
since early adolescence, had stuck a gun 
into the belly of a Spanish officer and got 
what he wanted in the teeth of the officer’s 
army. It was preposterous, a dream. 

Anne, awakening, felt a similar amaze- 
ment. 

“Did you think we were like that?’’ she 
asked him. 

“No,” he said, and they looked at each 
other in pride and wonderment. She put 
her hands on his shoulders and kissed him 
warmly. “I believe I like us,” she said. 

They had breakfast. They had baths, 
and they dressed. And then a faint un- 
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need no longer mar 
your appearance. 
The antiseptic and 
astringent action 
promotes healing 
and renders an ex- 
quisite complexion 
which conceals per- 
manent blemishes. 
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r : Fours: what an 
amazing difference there is in the way they feel 
after using a natural, all-vegetable laxative 
that really cleanses their system the way na- 


| ture intended. But all around you people, mil- 


lions of them, know how Nature’s Remedy (NR 
Tablets) rids them of draggy headaches, ccids, 
upset stomach, when caused by sluggish bowels. 
See for yourself. Know what it means to use a 
purely vegetable laxative. See how gently and 
naturally it works, leaving you feeling refreshed 
and alive. Get a box 
of NRs—25 tablets 
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WHAT AN IMPROVEMENT 


DOES MAKE/ 


Eyes framed by long, dark, luxuriant 
fringes of lashes. Twin pools of loveli- 


ness yours instantly with either 
Maybelline Solid or Cream mascara. 
Harmless. Tear-proof. Non-smarting. 
Not waxy, beady or gummy. Applies 
simply, smoothly, and gives a natural 
appearance. 10,000,000 discriminating 
women now use Maybelline mascara 
regularly. Black, Brown, Blue. 

Only 75c everywhere. Here is the 

very essence of romantic charm. 
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Stephen. There’s something | feel— a bar 
almost, between him and me. Things we 
don’t say, a kind of place deep in where 
we don’t trust each other. A couple of 
indiscreet kisses —it has injured something 
between us, something that should have 
grown, but those kisses have created a 
distrust. Sometimes I feel he looks at m« 
and at you, and admiring you as he does, 
he says to himself: Of course as far as I’m 
concerned I’m a rotter anyway, but it’s a 
pity that Ann should be just one of those 
wives, like any other.” 

“But you’re not, Ann.’’ Stephen’s hand 
tightened on hers. ‘‘He knows that. It 
may just be, you know, that he has to be 
careful not to grow too fond of you. It 
wouldn’t surprise me.” His hand tightened 
on hers. ‘‘Naturally, I respect that reserve 
in him—perhaps most of all.” 

That might be true. The thought com- 
forted Ann. That’s what I want to know, 
she thought to herself. I want to know he 
really cares about me. That I’m not just a 
wife to him like any other. Because I care 
so much for him. 

And suddenly against the firelight, with 
Stephen’s hand calm in hers, she felt again 
Kerry’s muscular, tender hand upon her. 


SO ANN’S DAYS were filled with a vital 
conscious happiness. It was happiness to 
watch the slow change in Stephen; to see, 
looking into his eyes every day, the depths 
become clearer, the puffy seared flesh 
become white and tight again. For some- 
thing was happening to Stephen, too. 
Some too-long-sustained tension of restless 
energy was now beginning to relax in 
him. He could lean over a microscope now 
and concentrate, if only fleetingly, before 
the dull pain came, and each time it came 
it was dimmer, more remote. It made him 
content to wait. He knew the time would 
come when it would disappear, and that 
knowledge gave him patience. 

He knew very well what he was doing 
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WHATS THRE 
MATTER WITH YOLI- 
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ALL LIPSET OVER 
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HAT tired, nervous feeling so many 

people complain of this time of 
the year usually means you are phys- 
ically run-down. 

Your blood becomes ‘“‘underfed’’ and 
does not carry enough of the right 
kind of nourishment to the muscles 
and nerves throughout your body. 

Fleischmann’s fresh Yeast supplies 


when he threw himself into Ann’s trans- 
parent schemes for ‘“‘wasting” his time. 
He was touched by her sustained gaiety, 
her resourcefulness, the constant awareness 
she always showed for him, as if she felt 
him with every nerve. She was necessary 
to him: as long as he was to her, life could 
never hurt him. With a grateful sense 
that life had been very generous to him, he 
turned to the two people dearest to him 
with complete response. 

To this Kerry, with every generous 
Irish inch of him, responded. He was a 
person born to be susceptible to affection, 
and as a flower opens in a moment from a 
tight and colorless bud into a wide bloom 
of beauty, so suddenly between Kerry and 
Stephen bloomed this accepted friendship. 
To Stephen, Kerry’s devotion was a vital 
tonic; the man was so strong, so physically 
adept in everything he did. He lived life 
up to its last physical inch; and Stephen, 
who lived his mind up to its last intellectu- 
al inch, admired the ability of the man 
to make what he had count. It pleased 
Stephen tremendously that so opposite a 
kind of person should find in him some- 
thing to admire; he marvelled, who had 
never made a close friend before, to find 
how womanishly tender that mutual 
relationship was. That Kerry, no matter 
what he thought about Ann, should hurt 
him now by anything he did, was unthink- 
able. He just knew it would never be true. 
As for Ann, there was no dishonesty in 
Ann, and no cowardice; and Stephen knew 
that she loved him beyond all measure. 
She was his. A man doesn’t need to look 
beyond that. 

Let them all take the grace of this new 
and happy relationship and be humble and 
thankful for the gift of it. 


SO CHRISTMAS came and went, bring- 
ing its round of gay parties, the opening of 
the lake for skating, the early packing of 
the toboggan slide after a hard deep freeze. 
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I SIMPLY CAN'T PLAY 
WITH THAT NOISE GOING 
ON-—THOSE GIRLS LIPSTAIRS MUST BE 
TAP-DANCING AGAIN~—IM GOING TO CALL 


NINE OCLOCK-YOU'RE SURELY 


The sun shone or the snow flew, and either 
way was better than the other. For the 
first time for Stephen, and for Ann again, 
there was the searing flight of the long 
toboggan, with her arms wrapped around 
Stephen in front, with Kerry’s iron arms 
powerful beside her: and then the long 
slow glide on to the ice of the lake, where 
for a moment, in spite of herself -or could 
it even be said that she tried very hard to 
prevent it?--she relaxed for a breath of 
time against the beauty of Kerry’s 
strength behind her and the beauty of the 
cold bright world overhead. 

Kerry resurrected a sleigh from Tillie’s 
barn; and with a fall of fresh snow they 
took it out one night, racing, jingling 
through the white darkness. And this 
indeed was a thing Ann had never done: 
she had never sat behind a running horse, 
listening to a rhythmic chime of bells, 
snuggled deep in rugs between two men 
whom she loved. Once she turned her head 
and kissed the sleeve, first of one and then 
the other; and for a moment this fright- 
ened her. Because it had been against 
Kerry's sleeve that she had felt again that 
deep, stirring emotion. 

Alas for Ann that she was so honest, for 
the time inevitably had to come when she 
had to ask herself whether after all she was 
being wholly honest. _When Kerry went, 
and she knew that for that day she would 
not see him again; when, saying good-by, 
her eyes sought his for some assurance, 
but of what she did not know; when a 
gladness in her heart answered the sound 
of his voice and the sight of his face; when 
a day without him left an ache of loss in her 
heart; when these things were added 
together, what sum was it they added to? 

Could it be possible that she was in love 
with both of them? That she would 
sacrifice one hour of Stephen, or hurt one 
breath the security of his belief in her, she 
knew to be impossible. What was it then 
that made her watch Kerry’s hands, 
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DON'T LET UNDERFED’ BLOOD 
KEEP YOU FEELING TIRED OUT 


your blood with health-building vita- 
mins and other vital food elements. It 
helps your blood to carry more and 
better nourishment from your food to 
your nerve and muscle tissues. 

Eat 2 cakes of Fleischmann’s Yeast 
regularly every day—one cake about 
'» hour before meals, or at bedtime — 
plain, or in water. 
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finding their strength beautiful, wondering 
if they would ever return to her, tender, 
yearning for her alone? The stampeding 
emotion of those kisses was gone, washed 
out as trivial beside the freedom and 
delight that was in this daily association. 
But was there freedom and delight—and 
danger, too? For there was coming to be 
no hour of her day when Ann wanted 
Kerry absent from her—nor Stephen 
either. 

With all her life pressing powerfully 
about her, with the honest realization that 
if she was taking these delightful hours she 
must take them with strength and with 
great reservation, Ann began to pray that 
she would never know what it was to 
want Kerry past the hour of the night 
when he was gone away at last. Not ever, 
even in her imagination, must she permit 
any image of him too personal or too near. 
The affection now was too deep to permit 
such a thing without tragic result. 

But it is one thing to know danger; it is 
another thing to be able to escape from it 
It might be intolerable to her, with 
Stephen’s sleeping breath warm against 
her face, to turn her face into the darkness, 
feeling the roughness of another cheek; but 
Ann began to know what it was to feel it. 
Yet always daylight brought the peace of 
every day and of casual things. No morn- 
ing but what Ann could wake from sleep 
with the thankful thought that Kerry was 
just Kerry—and she could soon see him, 
and laugh, and things would be all right. 
And they always were. 

“A lady told me today,” said Kerry 
once, “that the town disapproves of me. It 
was made clear to me that my association 
is an injury to my dear friends the Farring- 
tons. I wonder if it isn’t true? After all, 
I’m a rotten sort, and too many of them 
know it.” 

“Oh-—-are you?” said Ann. “Well, I 
think you're a fraud, Kerry. Always this 
inference that you’re a menace to all 



































T'S YOUR BLOOD THAT 
*FEEDS” YOUR BODY 


NE of the important 
functions of your 
blood stream is to carry 
nourishment from your 
food to the muscle and 
nerve tissues of your en- 
tire body. 

When you find you get 
overtired at the least 
extra effort, it is usually 
a sign that your blood is 
not supplied with enough 
food. 

What you need is some- 
thing to help your blood 
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Trial by Marriage 


(Continued from page 15} 





gingham dress, something to put on crisp 
and fresh every day. Each day, as it came 
was the only sure value. She must keep 
Stephen from fretting against idleness, 
from having time to worry. For the first 
time in her life she felt how fortunate are 
those who know how to play, how to make 
an absorbing game of life. 

But there were some, more especially 
the other twenty-nine chemistry wives, 
who, knowing how near Stephen was to 
permanent, even if only partial, disability, 
said, Wouldn’t you think that now, at 
least, Ann Farrington would sober down? 
Why so gay? Why the burst of new 
clothes? Why—now was surely the time 
of all times not to be extravagant !—blos- 
som out with a full-time maid? And as 
for Major Kerry Maclouth! He practically 
lives there. Doesn’t it get you? 

For Kerry was indeed always with them, 
in an actual as well as in a figurative sense. 
Stephen confined his efforts to teaching 
his classes. So for hours of the day, Kerry 
came and read to the bandaged Stephen 
books on horsemanship and on polo; and 
gold him stories of army life; they took up 
tames together in which they were both 
duds; and Kerry even undertook to teach 
Stephen army tactics. No day was too 
busy for Kerry to omit his hours with 
Stephen; and Ann’s heart was filled with 
gratitude and warmth and a kindling 
stirring love for them both. In Stephen’s 
temporary dependence, in Kerry’s admira- 
tion for the younger, more gifted man, in 
Ann’s affection for them both and in theirs 










Synopsis of preceding installments 


DASHING, ATTRACTIVE Major Kerry 
Maclouth brings into lovely Ann Farring 
ton’s life the zest and excitement she has 
missed since her happy marriage to kindly 
Stephen Farrington five years ago. In New 
York she had been the cherished daughter 
of a wealthy, reckless father who thor- 
oughly spoiled her before losing his wealth 
and life; then the rising young designer for 
the famous house of Bertholdi Modes. 
With Stephen, who is a professor of 
Chemistry, and their three-year-old son 
Juddy, she now lives in the small Univer- 
sity town in which Stephen teaches. Ann 
is lonely and bored with the uncongenial 
group of faculty wives she has for asso- 
ciates. Kerry, the town’s most charming 
bachelor, brings back excitement and 
interest as he introduces her to the exclu- 
sive Radmoor Hunt Club and gives her 
the beautiful little thoroughbred, Duna, 
to ride. 

Kerry and Stephen become close friends, 
and for a time the three of them have very 
happy relationships. Ann takes up her old 
love of dress designing and makes a 
spectacular success in gowning Tillie 
Prendergast. 

Kerry and Ann find their mutual attrac- 
tion for each other sweeping them to 
dangerous moments. Ann feels panicky for 
she feels she cannot talk to Stephen about 
her growing infatuation. 

Then on a Friday night Ann’s world 
blew up with the blowing up of a retort 


into Stephen's face us he was working in 
his laboratory. She must rush him to a 
Montreal hospital immediately She 
telephoned Kerry 

But Kerry was curiously far away. 

“| don’t understand, Ann. Montreal 
tonight?” 

“Now!” 

But Kerry’s voice was slow and stilted 
in answering, as if he might have been 
asleep. But finally he said, ‘“Ann-- I’m 
just trying to think. Isn’t there someone 
else-—Why not ask Tillie?”’ 

“Tillie’s away. Kerry!” For something 
in Kerry’s reluctance appalled and shocked 
Ann. Kerry was thinking about himself, 
while Stephen —‘‘You don’t want to do it! 
Kerry-—it’s Stephen !’’ 

“I’m thinking of Stephen, Ann. And of 
you, too. To drive all night this way—to 
be gone-——people don’t realize, they will 
talk. But if you can’t get anyone—’ 

“Never mind,” said Ann; and hung up. 

Not until she was away out of town, 
with Stephen in a makeshift bed in the 
back of the car, did her frozen thoughts 
untangle enough to let one thought 
through: Kerry had not known she was at 
the hospital, he had not known where to 
reach her when she hung up. 

But on all sides of her the December cold 
and night and silence and chill hemmed 
her in. Stephen, sleeping under a narcotic. 
emptied by pain, was not beside her. She 
was quite alone. 





for her, this tie was welded, gripping them 
all by its very simplicity. 


ONE EVENING, when they had all three 
been singing, and bedtime had found them 
all more than usually sentimental, but for 
all that very gay, Ann, seeing Kerry out 
the door, without the slightest warning 
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found herself in tears. Like a child that 
wants to be comforted, she clung to Kerry, 
pressing her face against his, kissing his 
neck and cheek and whispering brokenly, 
“You bring us such a gift of happiness. 
We have nothing we give you so great as 
you bring us. It’s just that I—I hate to 
see you go.” 
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His hand, in its rough bigness, was 
tender on -her hair. ‘But I'll be back 
tomorrow, little Ann. I’m always back 
tomorrow. Have I ever failed to be?”’ 

“No no-—-I tell myself that when you 
go. But I can’t always believe it. I’m so 
afraid the time will come when you won’t 
come here like this. I don’t like to be 
selfish. But I want to say—don't let it 
come, Kerry. Don’t let us lose you. I’m 
afraid I couldn’t bear it.” 

‘But, Ann, dear, you realize, don’t you, 
that I am trying to have it be so that I 
won’t have to lose you?” 

‘Me, Kerry? Separate from Stephen?” 
Ann could not help asking. 

She could feel Kerry pause. 
she was sorry she had asked him. 

“Both of you. But you, Ann, of course.” 

She said, “Thank you, Kerry,” but the 
words were not as much comfort to her as 
she could have wished. For after all, what 
else could he say? When a woman asked 
him? Nothing but, ‘“‘You, Ann, of course.”’ 

She went back to Stephen, hiding the 
traces of tears, and knelt down against his 
knees by the fire. 

“Stephen, do you think Kerry really 
cares about me? About you—-yes. I never 
doubt it. How could I? But he’s so lov- 
able, Stephen, he comes in here—-so gay 
and strong and sure of our affection— it 
seems to me our hearts run right out of our 
bodies to meet him. I think he means 
more to me, more to both of us, than we 
possibly can mean to him.” 

“Possibly he does.”” Stephen's eyes were 
hidden from the fire by the other hand 
that was not in Ann’s, but his voice was 
comfortable, reflective. “You and I—with 
responsibilities in our affection for each 
other, with our sense of its building value 

toward a home, toward Juddy—I think 
it highly probable that all affections mean 
more to us than to him.” 

There was a swelling still in Ann’s 
throat. “I think it’s more than that, 
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before a sort of panic was on her to get 
home to Stephen. Stephen was her only 
protection. Stephen would know. But 
what could she really say to Stephen that 
was wholly and completely honest? How 
could she bring herself to say the words: 
In the night sometimes I want his face, his 
hands, the sound of his voice; I am carried 
away by it. No! There were things she 
couldn’t say! It was bad enough that they 
were true; it was only worse to put them 
into words. The time was to wait safely, 
making no more mistakes, until the 
emotion of all those things had passed 
from her. 

But even as she thought the words, 
walking swiftly on the snowy street, 
hurrying home to Stephen, she was almost 
struck breathless with the violent sweet- 
ness of that emotion. She didn’t call it up; 
but it was there, biding its time. 


FORTUNATELY, with the last weeks of 
the winter term the daily inevitability of 
the threesome broke up. Stephen was 
enough better to take up the accumulated 
work of the last month of the first semester: 
I\erry was caught up into a multiplicity of 
duties, not least of which was the coming 
show, of which he had charge; and Ann 
and Tillie took a trip to New York to try 
on Tillie’s new dresses, the designs of which 
she had sent to Bertholdi. 

Ann had discovered that the color for 
Tillie was a washed-out magenta; like the 
house Tillie lived in, it suited her, bringing 
into life the faded bluish eyes and the 
faded bluish rose that came sometimes into 
Tillie’s cheeks. Ann used this difficult, 
queer color in all tones and depths, as on a 
dark plum silk dress she lined with it a deep 
hood that hung to the hem, and its shifting 
and deepening made a haunting shadow in 
which, for a moment, it seemed as if one 
might catch the mystery of Tillie herself. 
The color alone gave all Ann’s clothes for 
Tillie an immense individuality; it seemed 
impossible to imagine them on any other 
person but Tillie; on Tillie they became 
her own personality come to life. Jules 
Bertholdi was carried away by his en- 
thusiasm for them. He waved his hands 
frantically, this time, in Ann’s face, in 
Tillie’s face. 

“But I tell you, my dear ladies, with 
thees color, thees woman, thees design, I 
made _ Bertholdi’s a household’ word. 
Prendergast Pink—I make it the—the- 
color on the Avenue. Nothing so smart. 
And where you find it? In Bertholdi’s. 
And these Prendergast boots—I make 
them a sensation. Ah, madame! See—I 
understand you. You are a_ business 
womar. So why do you let this pretty girl, 
who loves the beautiful things, who had a 
father like hers, who has a genius like hers, 
bury herself in the snow and ice in a 
country village where it is I do not even 
know? Ah, madame! Do you not see?” 

At home again, Ann must practise every 
day now for the show. Fitzy, who had 
been away for two months—where? 
did even Tillie know?—was to be back and 
was sending up some _horses—whose 
horses, and who was to ride them, no one 
knew—and was going to drive the old 
tallyho from the barn, and Tillie must sit 
beside him on the box and Ann must 
produce a bevy—bevy, was Fitzy’s word 
of fair ladies and gentlemen properly 
arrayed in furbelows. Furbelows, one 
gathered from Fitzy’s gestures, were 
flounces. 

To Ann the real feature of the show was 
to be the jumping in threes of herself and 
Kerry and Vint Harris; and every day the 
three of them worked at it—the double 
bars, the in-and-out, the imitation brush- 
and-water. This was no child’s play; and 
Kerry kept them everlastingly at it, his 
mind like steel, his language too plain, his 
impatience with mistakes blistering. Every 
day Harris and Ann worked themselves 
and their horses into a lather, and never 
suited him. You would have thought she 
was a total stranger to him, the way he 
spoke to her. Every day Ann left the 
riding hall so furious with him she could 
hardly be civil. But the next day she was 
out, forcing her horse over the jumps, 


whipped by that steel voice into a person 
beyond herself. She forgot all about being 
in love with Kerry. She was too mad and 
too busy, too anxious to please him, to 
think of anything else. 

Kerry was also practising with Duna, 
planning to jump her in the show. But he 
who could ordinarily ride a horse without 
stirrup or rein, had somehow lost the 
knack of controlling Duna. Too often she 
plowed through the bars, refusing even to 
rise. Ann, watching, wondered a little 
maliciously if her presence there bothered 
him. This was the man, wasn’t it, who had 
jeered at her because Juddy had disturbed 
her? Come on now, Kerry, let’s see what 
your will power can do. She would dis- 
mount courteously and watch him, which 
she perfectly well knew maddened him. 
But he never offered Duna to her to jump, 
nor did she suggest it. And finally, two 
davs before the show, Kerry raised his 
crop and beat Duna when she refused; and 
Ann, abandoning her irritating nonchal- 
ance, rushed out to the bars and called 
Kerry a beast. 

And they were all too engrossed to 
bother to apologize about anything. Kerry 
was too busy to come to the house these 
days anyway. They were all taking it for 
granted that the strain of these days was 
just something to be lived through. After 
the show they would round up all these 
things and a blanket apology would cover 
them all. 


THEN AT LAST, the show. The same 
lights and color and noise, and judges in 
silk hats; yet, not like, Ann reflected sit- 
ting in the bleachers beside Stephen 
waiting for her turn, the jealous profes- 
sionalism of the real shows she had taken 
part in. This was earnest enough, but it 
was play. Fitzy, resplendent from white 
mustaches to shining boots, tooled in his 
four spanking greys with dashing skill and 
childish pride; the bevy and the furbelows 
pelted the crowd with flowers; Tillie, 
severe in bonnet and tight green cloth 
dress complete with high-boned corset 
and bustle, was like a true ghost of 
Victorianism. When the tallyho horn was 
persuaded to give a feeble bleat, the crowd 
broke spontaneously into a cheer. 

Ann could not have said at what time 
in the show she realized that something 
was wrong with Kerry. She herself was not 
appearing till nine-thirty, when she was 
riding Duna in the ladies’ saddle class 
along with Tillie on her grey. Kerry was 
in half a dozen events, before jumping 
Duna in a military jumping class at ten- 
thirty. The jumping of herself and Kerry 
and Vint Harris would close the show. 

But even from the side lines Ann could 
perceive that Kerry was in trouble. He 
rode recklessly, his face flushed, his eyes 
hard and blue. Had he been drinking, this 
last difficult day? With a word to Stephen 
she stepped out of her seat and went back, 
threading through blanketed horses being 
warmed up or cooled down, and not finding 
him. 

And then she found him: he was leaning 
an arm against a stall and looking down at 
a little dark girl whom Ann had never 
seen. His arm protected somewhat the 
girl from Ann’s eyes; but there was no 
mistaking the look that was in those dark 
eyes raised to Kerry’s, no mistaking the 
peculiar, bent attitude of Kerry’s shoulders 
and head. And even as Ann looked, Kerry’s 
hand dropped to the girl’s shoulder, and 
while the girl’s tell-tale eyes flared into his, 
his hand travelled slowly, aefinitely, down 
the blouse of her dress, pausing an instant 
before it lifted. Then she was kissing him 
eagerly. 

Ann stood a moment as if struck; it was 
as if her own body had been touched, and 
was burning with offense at that seeking 
hand in this public place. She turned and 
was running. She must get back to 
Stephen. 

But old Sergeant Hanson stopped her. 

“Time to warm up Duna, Mis’ Farring- 
ton. Where’s your friend, Mis’ Prender- 
gast? Time she was here. I’m lookin’ for 
her to take this class. Yes, sir, lam.” 

“Oh- she'll be here all right. She had to 
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happy homes. But I don’t see what homes. 
You're a lamb, in wolf's clothing.” 

“But I’m not to be judged by my 
behavior to you people, Ann. You're an 
exception.” 

“Oh, Kerry—you make me _ laugh! 
Always crying, ‘Wolf!—wolf!’ and being 
actually as tame to play with as a kitten.” 

“But I’m not, Ann.” 

“Pooh! You can’t scare me,” said Ann. 


FOLLOWING THE horse show Tillie was 
going to have a big supper and dance in her 
ballroom. 

“And,” said Tillie. “I’m tired of black.” 

“Oh, you are, are you?” said Ann. “‘And 
what has that to do with it? In black, 
Tillie, you are a personage. Did your new 
riding togs come?”’ 

“Yes. Joe says that no respectable 
female that ever lived in this house wore 
long pants.” 

“Show him a picture of jodhpurs, to 
reassure him. Anyway, wait till he sees 
you at the show on your big grey in that 
dull black habit, long and skinny to your 
feet, your white curls topped with a 
high black silk that, black-rimmed 
glasses with a black ribbon hanging from 
them—and then a mustard yellow vest. It 
makes my mouth water. You're not to 
wear them till the show, Tillie. Promise 
me.” 

“IT shall look just like one of those 
groom-riders in the Madison Square 
Garden shows. The skinny black-suited 
ones that ride bouncing, with their legs 
straight out.” 

“You will—that’s a fact. Why—Tillie, 
I've got it! That’s exactly what you are! 
You are the original caricature — the 
original from which caricatures are made. 
You see? That's the cue to the success of 
the clothes I make for you—you are a 
caricature—of Savonarola, of Dante, of a 
groom from a breeding stable. This time 
I'll make you Ann’s eyes narrowed 
“something in metal cloth, Tillie.’”” She 
waved her hands, forming a picture. “‘l 
see you! Ina sheath of pure silver gleam- 
ing like metal—heaven help the manufac- 
turers if we can’t find it—tight as skin 
to your arms and shoulders, deep wrinkles 
of silver around your wrists and clear up 
your throat to your ears, and then the 
gown falling a little loose—you haven't 
what I might call a seductive figure, 
Tillie—and straight to the floor, with a 
train in back, heavy, like metal, so it pulls 
back as you walk.” 

“That's not original. See it anywhere.” 

“Ah—but wait, my chicken! It will be 
buttoned—thousands of tiny silver buttons 
from waist to hem on both sides—and on 
the inside of the arm. my Tillie from the 
wrist up to the armpit and down the sides 
to your feet. And then we’ll open the last 
buttons, almost to your hip on one side, 
and the train will pull the silver back as 
you walk to show—just barely show— 
Tillie!” 

“No, Ann, not my legs.” 

“Trousers.” 

“You mean pants?” 

“Pants, if you will be Victorian—pants 
of heavy ruby-colored silk, a rich red 
cardinal color, Tillie, wrinkling from the 
knees down, and witn little straps under 
the instep—no, we'll just end them in soft 
boots of the red silk. Swank? And, Tillie 

how about the diamonds in a little 
jewelled dagger, strapped to your instep? 
I assure you solemnly, Tillie, that the rest 
of the women in the room may have on 
clothes, but you will be the only one any- 
one will see.”’ 

A reluctart smile broke the immobility 
of the gaunt ‘ace of Tillie, and the shrewd 
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grey-blue eyes were oddly warm as they 
looked at Ann. 

“Won’t consider my proposition to go 
into the dressmaking business with me, 
Ann? Money in it. Future.”’ 

“I can’t, Tillie. I can’t.” But Ann 
kindled again as she had the first time 
Tillie Bruce-Prendergast had suggested it, 
just before Stephen’s accident. “‘I couldn’t 
accept it. It’s too great a risk.” 

“Risk?”” One would almost have said 
that Tillie really laughed. “Your father 
was a gambler, Ann. I’m a gambler. My 
money—your brains. It’s an even trade.” 

Ann looked at Tillie; and suddenly 
courage born of that gleam of wintry 
affection rose strong in her. 

“Tillie—what was your father?”’ 

A film of sadness greyed the shrewd old 
eyes looking at the young Ann. 

“He was a prospector. Name of Bruce. 
He rode a mule. A man named Prender- 
gast married me—said there was a kind of 
distinction in it—because I was the 
homeliest female in Prairie County. I was 
sixteen.”” A curious satisfaction lit the thin 
eyes a moment. ‘There was distinction in 
it—but he didn’t live long enough to know 
it. And I—all my life, like a fool, I’ve 
wanted just to be looked at, and be told I 
was beautiful,and wear handsome clothes.” 

And be loved, thought Ann—but she will 
never say it. 

Tillie’s eyes were on Ann. “You could 
make money out of me, Ann. I've a 
weakness. Don’t you trust yourself to be 
smarter than I am?” 

The two stood looking at each other; the 
casual everyday contacts dropped away. 
Ann, looking into those thin sad eyes was 
conscious that there was an immeasurable 
gulf that each wanted to cross, and of the 
pity of it that neither knew how. 

“You don’t trust me either, Tillie—not 
really.” 

“Because you're a fool, Ann. 
with dynamite.” 

Ann’s color rose. ‘You mean Kerry, I 
suppose. I didn’t think you'd listen to 
gossip.” 

“IT don’t need to listen to gossip. You 
are all I need.” 

Ann, looking into those eyes as into 
truth itself, could feel the color leaving her 
face. If Tillie believed the worst, the 
worst must be true. If Tillie thought she 
was being dishonest with Stephen, it must 
be that she was being so. 

“I beg you not to think so, Tillie,”” she 
said now, panic and urgency beating in her. 
“I can’t bear it. Kerry is Stephen's friend. 
Will my being afraid of Kerry do any 
good? I’m safer as I am.” 

“‘Well—you’re the doctor, Ann. Cure 
yourself.”’ 

“I tell you there’s nothing to cure!” 

But she was afraid. Looking into those 
eyes she knew she was revealing to them 
that she was afraid. It was true that she 
was afraid of this woman. How had she 
ever presumed to believe that she had 
created this distinguished, aloof, forceful 
person? Rather it was that this woman 
had had the power to make Ann create the 
clothes to fit her. Hers was all the power, 
not Ann’s. 

“But surely I can trust Stephen to know 
if I were in trouble. We're close, Tillie. 
We're one person. I’m trusting him to 
know.” 

“Stephen is strong. He'll keep you all 
out of trouble if he can. But when Stephen 
begins to wonder, then the damage will be 
done—and it can never, all your life, be 
wholly undone.” 


Playing 


ANN, WALKING home through fresh- 
falling snow, was frightened. Again as 
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the show. Most people will be tired.” 

“Most of the people there won’t have 
been in it.” 

“Sure you don’t want to go? Rest a bit, 
and go?” 

“Positive.” 

But an hour later, Stephen, wakeful and 
distressed for a distress in Ann he could not 
fathom, was conscious of smothered tears 
in the bed next his own. He snapped on 
the light and went over, gathering Ann 
into his arms. “Don’t cry, Ann. You'll be 
all right tomorrow.” 

But he was rewarded by a burst of 
sobbing. 

“Look, Ann.” Stephen wiped away her 
tears with a big handkerchief, quieting her 
sobs with a loving plavfulness of voice. 
“What we need to do is to dress and go to 
the dance. What are we anyway? Middle- 
aged old fogies. to come home and go to 
bed? I guess not. It’s not one o'clock yet. 
Let’s dress and go. You put on the new 
green dress. Shall we, honey?” 

Ann wound her arms around him, 
straining herself to him, tight. ‘Oh, yes, 
Stephen—let’s go. Let’s go. I'll feel lots 
better to go. Besides, I must see if Tillie 
makes a hit in her new dress. I do owe it to 
Tillie to go.” 

She was gay, feverish, dressing; impa- 
tient to be there. She put on the new pale 
green evening dress, a sheath of tiny crisp 
ruffles faintly frosted with silver, like 
threads of dancing light on water. Tillie 
had insisted on the new dress. ‘Fighting a 
battle, Ann, you make a show of your big 
guns.”” She looked at herself now, and she 
saw how her blazing eyes and flooding color 
belied the innocence of its frosted coolness. 
She felt as if she were going to a battle— 
with Kerry. And she had no heart for it. 

Stephen, kissing her lingeringly, felt how 
hot was the cheek usually so cool, and his 
heart was tender and a little sad for the 
intensity of living which consumed Ann. 
“You'll see, Ann—Kerry'll be himself 
again now this show's over. Don't let him 
upset you. Treat him the same as always. 
This last couple of weeks—it was just the 
Army coming out in him.” 

Ann was stiff in his arms, yet at the same 
time something tight in her was eased 
because Stephen so understood what was 
the matter with her. 

“T'll try, Stephen. But he doesn’t seem 
like Kerry to me. I feel we've lost Kerry, 
Stephen, never to get him back. And | 
don’t just know when or how.”” She looked 
up at him, and her eyes were wide with 
bewilderment and pain. ‘Maybe he wasn’t 
ever that Kerry that we thought he was. 
That’s what hurts me most, I think.” 

“But you're wrong there, Ann. The 
Kerry we know is the real Kerry.” 

But at the dance Ann was not happier. 
It was a fair-sized crowd, even for that big 
house; and it clustered around Ann, whose 
belated appearance had given the story of 
her triumph over Kerry time to get about. 
With bright glances and quick speech she 
answered them all; but with still quicker 
glances and more intent mind she was 
searching for Kerry, and not finding him. 
Well, why fret about Kerry? He didn’t 
matter to her. 

He didn’t matter to her! But when he 
didn’t appear, dance after dance, she asked 





Timmie, ever so lightly, ‘“Where’s Kerry? 
Didn't he come?” 

“Come? Oh, sure, he’s—here.”” Did she 
imagine his voice was a little diffident: 
“He’s down—-why, I believe 1 sav, him in 
the big library. Shall I call him?” 

“Oh, no! Good heavens—he doesn't 
matter.” 

He mustn’t matter. But her heart was 
heavy, and oppressed. 

She was glad when Tillie appeared from 
supper. She got a tremendous thrill seeing 
that stately, swordlike figure beside the 
government higwig, looking, Ann thought, 
infinitely more distinguished and import- 
ant than he. 

Then—suddenly there was Kerry, and 
Fitzy, and others, and with them a cloud 
of pretty and not too sober young wives 
and daughters. Ann, after one look at 
Kerry’s flushed face and free manner with 
the tiny dark girl who was all exposed for 
anybody’s touch, at Fitzy flying into the 
dance with the prettiest of the young 
things who was laughing too loudly— after 
one good look, Ann’s eyes flew to Tillie. 
Tillie was looking at them, too; and there 
was no mistaking the grey, worn look that 
came over that hawklike face. It’s like, 
Ann thought, the grey feeling that’s come 
over me. 

And in that second of thought Tillie 
looked at her. 

Ann stopped right where she was, feeling 
grateful that it was Timmie she was with. 
She wanted Stephen, Stephen who had— 
and she realized at once why he had, dear 
kind Stephen !—his eyes on her. He came 
at once. 

“I’m deathly tired, Stephen. Let’s go 
now. I'll say good night to Tillie.” 

Crossing the room, she looked straight 
at Tillie, and Tillie looked at her. There 
was something now about the other that 
each of them knew. 

“Tillie!’’ Her voice was desperate. 
“Why did you ask them—any of them? 
So ordinary—-so cheap!”’ She was tired 
beyond belief, unable to cope with any- 
thing. And yet this woman was standing 
her up against a wall, and shooting at her. 

“Ordinary—and cheap,” said Tillie. 
“But you're not, nor Stephen.” 

“Nor you!” 

“I’m different. I’m old, Ann. I know 
what I’m doing. But you—listen to a wise 
old woman. Just let him go—completely.” 

Ann, looking into those thin, boring 
eyes, said, slowly, “I believe you’re right. 
Good night, Tillie.” 

With Stephen close beside her Ann made 
for the door, obviously leaving. Kerry. 
crying, “Hi! Ann—Stephen!” slid across 
the room. Fitzy and the dark Marion slid 
too. 

Kerry laid his hand familiarly on Ann’s 
arm. “You're not leaving! Why, the 
party’s just begun! You haven’t danced 
with me, Ann!” And Fitzy, leaning for- 
ward, said, “Nor me neither, Nannie! 
God save us, Nannie, you can’t run out 
on the party now. We just came out here 
to look you up. Kerry says to us 

Ann shook off Kerry’s hand. She looked 
at Fitzy. “You're drunk, all of you. You 
make me absolutely sick.” 

But Ann, turning to the door, had still 
time to see the little Marion clutch Kerry. 
“Drunk, we are, says she. Well—and 
how !”" 

Ann stopped and turned back. She 
could feel disdain rising in her, pouring out 
of her, repudiating all those people. She 
met the wide black eyes of Marion looking 
at her from below Kerry’s shoulder, nor 
had she got her eyes away before the girl’s 
hand, reaching up to the back of Kerry’s 
head, had pressed his blondeness against 
her waiting face. 





AT HOME she faced Stephen—silent, 
tired Stephen—in a white fury of weariness 
and rage. 

“And a girl like that—like that !—-can 
have him! Oh—she’s got him, just where 
she wants him! They'll be leaving that 
dance pretty soon now—-together. Well, } 
couldn't stay there and watch it! I've 
cared about Kerry, Stephen. I! Why, I’ve 
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change.” Ann was barely conscious of 
what she was saying. 

“Say—what’s the matter with you, Mis’ 
Farrington? You ain’t got stage fright?” 
Sergeant’s great reassuring laugh boomed 
out. “Shucks! What’s a little show like 
this to you, when you been in a Madison 
Square show? You'll be all right, soon’s 
vou get on a horse.” 

“Sergeant. has Major been drinking?’ 
Sergeant’s eyes shifted away. ‘Who 
Major?” His voice was at once surprised, 
reassuring, and masculine, calming the 
little lady’s fears—-and not giving an 

officer and a gentleman away. 

“Shucks, now, Mis’ Farrington. He'll 
be all right, time you and Harris and him 
gets in the ring. I'll send Mis’ Prender- 
gast’s horse to you. Maybe you'll lead 
him, till she gets here.”” Sergeant, thought 
Ann, is glad to escape. 

Tillie did not arrive until the last 
minute, though Ann, walking the two 
horses in a tumult of feeling that alarmed 
her, was hardly aware of the fact. Sergeant. 
seeing the tall gaunt woman in dull black. 
her hair curling so whitely under her high 
black hat, looked at her with admiration in 
his blue eyes. 

“Say, you look like somethin’, and 
that’s a fac’.””. He patted the back of her 
grey. ‘“‘You’re going to take first, Mis’ 
Prendergast, ‘cause you ain’t nervous. 
Your friend Ann here, she’s too nervous. 
Never thought to see her nervous on a 
horse, and that’s a fac’. But if I was ever 
to see you nervous, Mis’ Prendergast, then 
I’d think I was sure seein’ something. 
Well—there you go.” 

And Tillie did take first—quiet, un- 
hurried, riding her perfectly trained horse 
without strain or fret. Ann was thankful 
to place at all. Duna had jumped all over 
with her. Kerry met her, as she rode out 
He said, ““What’s the matter with you, 
Ann? Fourth place—on Duna.” 

Ann flared at him. “‘What’s the matter 
with you, Kerry? Better not drink any 
more, or you can’t jump.” 

He looked at her, his eyes shutting her 


out. “Don’t worry about me. I'll jump 
all right. You're the one that’s going to 
mess it.” 


“Oh, I am, am I?” 

She returned to Stephen and clutched 
his hand. Nothing mattered but Stephen. 
A_horse-beating Irishman—that’s all 
Kerry Maclouth was. 

Then in the military jumping Kerry was 
so far and away the best that Ann could 
not keep back a thrill of pride: Duna sang 
over the bars. 

Well, you work for months for some- 
thing, and then it is over in five minutes. 
She and Kerry and Vint Harris were sud- 
denly in the bright ring, facing the half- 
dozen familiar hazards, the in-and-out, the 
brush-and-rail, the water jump. 

“Keep together—go!” 

And then they were going. the training 
of a month answering the need. Twice 
around. A nick from a heel once. And 
once Ann got a little behind. Not a bad 
performance on the whole. The thundering 
applause smattered to a stop. The show 
was over. 

But then, suddenly, it was not over. She 
saw that Kerry was giving his horse to a 
groom, and was taking Duna, who was 
waiting there. 

She dismounted at once and said to 
Sergeant, ““‘What’s this?” 

“Special request. Some government big- 
wig in the lounge.” 

Ann stood still by the exit. It was no 
matter now where she stood. The show was 
over-all but Kerry’s private exhibition. 
She watched him cantering Duna as the 
other jumps were removed and only the 
one in the centre of the hall left standing. 
The crowd was intent now, waiting expec- 
tantly. This was something not scheduled. 
No, thought Ann scornfully, this is the 
event for which I was scheduled. And 
Kerry can’t do it. 

Then a voice spoke in her ear. “Pretty 
work—-you and Kerry and What’s-his- 
name.” 

Ann turned her head; but she knew 
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before she turned it that it was the little 
dark girl. 

Scorn was in her voice when she spoke. 

“Vincent Harris.” 

“If you say so. Gee—Kerry’s grand. 
Look at him now! I’m sure crazy about 
him when he’s on a horse. Walking around 

he’s more or less a man, like any other. 
But on a horse—-he does something to me. 
Always has.” 

Ann turned and looked at the soft 
scarlet mouth, at the intent gleaming eves. 
Always has, has he? Well, you don’t need 
to advertise it quite so much. 

But Duna wouldn’t take even five feet. 
After she had plowed through the bars a 
second time, Kerry turned her, with a 
savage dig of his heel, toward the exit. 
Ann, watching his face coming toward her 
could see he was white with anger. Almost 
without volition she stepped in front. 

“Mind if I try her. Kerry?” 

“Try her all you want. Break her neck, 
if you want to.” 

The voice, the remoteness of the words 
from any consideration for her, were like a 
whip. A flush rose to Ann’s face, but she 
mounted silently and without a look at 
Kerry turned Duna into the ring, adjusting 
her stirrups as she went. The crowd, which 
had begun to move, paused again, and fell 
silent. 

Without hesitation Ann put Duna at the 
bars. Four feet six. That was easy. But 
she gave Duna no pause. Under her, the 
mare seemed all right—easy, and not 
headstrong. 

Five feet. Duna took it, with her 
peculiar, catlike spring. “Put ‘em up, 
boys.”’ Five feet and a half. ‘Once more.” 
Six. Just like that. Not even a flick of the 
bar by those fleet, catlike heels. 

The hall broke into applause as Ann 
rode Duna once around the hall. Her eves 
caught Kerry’s, where he stood in the exit 
way, with the dark girl. 

For a minute Ann considered: I'll have 
them put the bars up another notch. I'll 
try six-feet-four. That'll show Kerry. She 
reined Duna, looking at the bars, consider- 
ing it. Instantly the hall was still. Even 
the grooms were looking at her, expectant. 
The white bars loomed tall. Her heat 
dropped from her. It made her cold just to 
look at those bars. She turned Duna away, 
while a bright spattering of applause broke 
out again. 

But she could not answer it. She was 
sick inside. She had done this because she 
was angry. She had done it to spite Kerry. 
She had risked her neck for nothing but 
spite and anger. She would never do any- 
thing so foolhardy again. 

She met Kerry at the door, and dis- 
mounted in front of him. 

He looked at her. “You can have that 
horse, Ann.” 

“I don’t want her. Duna’s not a horse. 
She's just a jumping fool- -like me.” 
“Ann -this is Marion Kent. 

Farrington.” 

The girl’s eyes were narrowed, gleaming, 
considering Ann. “Yes, we've met.” 

Kerry didn’t look at Ann. He spoke to 
Marion. “Wait for me in the lounge. I'll 
get things straightened out here and be 
with you in a few minutes.” 

Ann turned and crossed the ring. She 
looked up at Stephen. who had no way of 
understanding the black fatigue and strain 
in her eyes. She held his arms tight with 
her hands. 

“It was magnificent, Ann. 
I’ve seen you do it, you know.” 

“I was a fool!” 

“Why, Ann—what’s the trouble?” 

“It’s dangerous, Stephen! And I made 
myself conspicuous. I only did it because I 
was mad, I am ashamed!” 


Mrs. 


First time 


AT HOME, faced with the ordeal of 
bathing and dressing and going to the 
dance—and seeing Kerry—Ann’s courage 
deserted her. She looked at Stephen, 
trying not to see instead a little dark, 
sensual, mocking face. “I don’t think I 
can go.” 

“I’m a bit all in, too,” Stephen confessed. 
“Fairly fool idea, having this dance after 
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easy, firm footsteps? 







Will your children 


valk through life with 


It depends 


on whether you realize today that 


They Need Good Shoes 


IN A brand new pair of sturdy shoes, the 
youngster is bound to stride to the head 
of the class. But, they must be roomy! 
Toes that have wallowed luxuriously in 
sandy banks and grassy fields all summer 
have grown rapidly, and will rebel if 
crammed into June cast-offs. 

These faithful little pieces of bone and 
muscle—the toes— must support the whole 
body for the moment just before the for- 
ward foot strikes the ground with each 
step. Therefore, sufficient room in which 
to spread and brace themselves for this 
Herculean task must be provided, so that 
they may carry on without complaint. 

The most important of all foot habits is 
the correct fitting of stockings and shoes. 
The well-fitted shoe is at least one half to 
three quarters of an inch longer and a 
quarter of an inch wider than the sock- 
covered foot. Stockings, too, should be of 
such a size that they fit the foot loosely 
when the entire weight of the body is 
rested upon it. Shoes should always be 


Top: A favorite in ‘teen age 
dress shoes . . . graceful 
gore pump with ribbed 
leather for tongue and bow. 
Below, left: Patent one- 
strap with a new touch in its 
steel bead bow. 


moderately snug around the instep for sup- 
port, and roomy at the toes and ball to 
permit natural growth. 

Children’s shoes have reached the stage 
of development where there is little excuse 
for any child reaching school age without 
naturally perfect feet. Most juvenile foot- 
wear is designed on the naturform last 
with its straight inside line that conforms 
with the shape of the foot. 

The tiny tot, just learning to walk, re- 
quires a firm, almost heel-less boot, roomy 
and with a sole sufficiently heavy to pro- 
tect the foot, yet flexible enough so that 
the undeveloped muscles can bend it. Too 
heavy a sole will cause the child to 
walk with his whole foot, instead of 
bending his toes, thus retarding natural 
growth. While a heel tends to make the 
child fall forward,a slight lift assists him 
in keeping his balance. 

Shoes improperly fitted cause many ser1- 
ous ailments, besides inducing an unnatu- 
ral posture that puts too much strain on 
the foot and leg muscles and causes fatigue. 

Corns, callouses,and bunionsare a direct 
result of narrow toed and tight shoes. 
Callouses sometimes indicate partial dis- 
location of the metatarsal joints which, if 










not immediately corrected, ultimately re- 
sult in arthritis and rheumatism. Real 
narrow toes and short shoes push the big 
toe inward and tend to cramp and even- 
tually dislocate this toe, soon causing un- 
sightly and painful bunions. The nerves 
of the big toe joint extend up through the 
muscles of the leg and connect with the 
sciatic nerve, and a condition that causes 
these bunions is often responsible for scia- 
tica and sometimes lumbago. 

A welted shoe with a leather insole that 
does not curl, and a hard box toe that pre- 
vents wrinkled linings as well as keeping 
the shoes in shape is a wise investment. 
Although more expensive than many other 
types it is easily repaired and conforms to 
the shape of the foot. 

Semi-flexible shoes, with plenty of toe 
room for the growing child, permit the foot 
the necessary exercise that develops 
muscles, permits of natural growth, and 
allows circulation of air so vital to foot 
health. However, in cases such as pigeon 


Right, below: The sturdy 

oxtord with rubber heel and 

sharkskin tip is ideal for the 

everyday rough and tumble 

of the average Canadian 
boy. 


toes, rotating heel, toeing out, and con- 
tracted arches, the rigid arch shoe, advised 
by leading orthopedic surgeons is highly 
recommended for correction. 

Rubber heels relieve the shock dealt 
delicate nervous systems by hard pave- 
ments. A slight gripping of the heel gives 
the child a feeling of security, but real hard 
counters are likely to chafe or blister the 
foot. Unless the shoe grips the heel, how- 
ever, the heel may bend inside the shoe 
causing weak ankles and incorrect walking 
posture. 

High heels should never be worn by 
children. They push the foot too far for- 
ward, and cause foot discomfort and incor- 
rect posture. 

Comfortable shoes need not be unsightly 
for even children’s shoes seem to have fol- 
lowed the style trend of their elders. This 
is particularly true of growing girls’ and 
young misses’ shoes. Even the boys have 
a choice of styles, although as far as color 
is concerned, the orthodox black type 
seems to be in greatest demand. 

Ambitious young athletes whose recess 
periods are spent practising football and 
baseball will appreciate the extra service- 
ability of the sharkskin tip. 





“It’s slick fo 
giving quick relief 
for sore throat” 


Says Ronald Pierce 


“| haven't had a cold 
in the three years 
I've been 
using LISTERINE” 


Says Albert Herman 





Listerine gargle kills millions 
of germs associated with 
colds and sore throats 


F you are a regular user of Lis- 

terine Antiseptic because you 
like the wonderful freshening 
effect, you’ve probably made this 
happy discovery: that you have 
fewer colds and sore throats—and 
milder ones—than you used to. 

Such results are not at all sur- 
prising. Remember, that when 
Listerine “Antiseptic is used as a 
gargle, it killson throat and mouth 
surfaces, literally millions of the 
bacteria associated with colds and 
simple sore throat. Even 4 hours 
after its use, tests have shown 


germ reductions in mouth rinsings 
ranging up to 64%. 

Get in the habit of using Lister- 
ine Antiseptic twice a day—at 
least during the winter months. 
See if your health is not better. 
At the same time note how much 
cleaner and fresher your moutii is 
—how much sweeter your breath. 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co. 
(Canada) Ltd., Toronto, Ont. 


LISTERINE 
The Trustworthy 
Antiseptic 
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bs 
CARELESS ) 
oA COLDS 


A cold is not something to 
treat with carelessness or in- 
difference. Thousands of people 
found this out to their sorrow 
last year. A cold should be 
treated quickly and effectively 
for what it is — an internal 
infection. 


It’s only logical to treat an 
internal infection by internal 
treatment and that’s what you 
get with GROVE’S BROMO 
QUININE. 


GROVE’S BROMO QUININE 
gets at the cold from the inside 
by doing the four necessary 
things to drive the cold out of 
the system quickly. 


It opens the bowels gently 
* but effectively. 


It combats the cold germs 
* and fever in the system. 


1 

2 

3 It relieves the headache and 
* “grippy” feeling. 

4 


It tones up the system and 
* helps fortify against further 
attacks. 


At the first sign of a cold go 
to your druggist and buy a box 
of GROVE’S BROMO QUININE. 
Insist on getting Grove’s. Start 
taking the tablets two at a time. 
If taken promptly GROVE’S 
BROMO QUININE will check a 
cold in 24 hours. This is the 
kind of action you need. 


Grove’s has been the standby 
of thousands for over forty 


years in the treatment of colds. 
632 


BROMO QUININE 








been afraid I was in love with him! 4, in 
love with him! And what he really prefers 
is a girl like that! I tell you that’s what he 
wanted of me, when he thought he could 
get it—when he thought I’d hide it from 
you! And there’s Alicia—and_ there’s 
Julia! There’s God-knows-who! I tell you 
that’s what he wanted of me, when he 
thought he could get it! And I—like a 
fool, like the rest of them—Oh, Stephen!’ 

Stephen shook his head, denying all this. 
He struggled to find words. Just tonight it 
seemed to him that life was too difficult. 
The very best of it had conspired together 
to hurt him unmercifully. But he rallied 
his tired will. 

“You're wrong, Ann. I tell you that 
isn’t what he wants here. Just the fact that 
he wants it there, is the very reason why he 


doesn’t want it here. Flirting tonight with 
a pretty girl—why shouldn’t he, Ann? He 
isn’t like that with you. He knows the 
difference.” 

But Ann was hurt beyond control, 
tormented by an obliterating, terrifying 
jealousy that was like hate. ‘And I tell 
you that if he could get that from me, he 
would. His loyalty to you! What does he 
know of loyalty, or dignity, or any of the 
fine big words he uses so grandly? Well, I 
can show you, Stephen, I can prove it to 
you. Then you'll believe.”’ 

Stephen looked at her blazing eyes, and 
drew his hand wearily over his own. How 
they ached! “I wish you wouldn't, Ann,” 
he said miserably. ‘“Kerry’s my friend.” 


{To be continued} 


MOTHER AND CHILD 
By DOROTHY M. BROWN 


* 


“‘He has but fallen asleep,”’ 
They said, 

And deep and narrow made 
His bed. 

I said, ‘‘He may be cold,”’ 
And so 

They pulled up snug the quilt 
Of snow. 


They said, ‘‘He is at peace,” 
But I 

Have often heard him stir 
And cry. 


I said, ‘“‘Bone calleth 
Unto bone.” 

He is too small to sleep 
Alone. 








Do You Love Me John? 


(Continued from page 44} 





Everyone crowded around Mrs. Meech, 
shaking her hand, saying how wonderful 
she was. She was very keen, they said. 
She had thought all this through and had 
the courage of her convictions. She had 
laid low until the time came to strike. Not 
every woman, they said, would have had 
the brains. A calculating bloodhound, 
that’s what she was. Minnie whispered 
that she wanted to apologize for ever hav- 
ing underestimated her. She hadn’t re- 
alized that Winifred was practically an 
inferno on wheels. 

Mrs. Meech tried to tell them that she 
really hadn’t been keen, that it was all sort 
of an accident, but they wouldn’t listen. 
They had thought she was chuckleheaded 
before, and now they were rushing madly 
to the other extreme. They took her across 
the street to the restaurant for tea and 
celebration. As they sat around the table, 
Mrs. Meech heard them saying that she had 
planned the downfall of Chubb, step by 
step, with sheer political genius. Dizzily 
she wondered if she were dreaming. It 
seemed so queer, after all the blundering. 
And now Minnie was standing up in her 
place at the table, making them all keep 
quiet. 

“We want to thank you, Winifred,’’ she 
said, “for what you’ve done for the club. 
You’ve done more in four days than the 
rest of us in four years. Because of you, 
we've got together and rid ourselves of 
the encumbrance called Chubb. While the 
rest of us took our club loyalty out in talk, 
you acted. From the very first, you’ve had 
a clear vision of what it meant to be a 
club member.” 

“I’m very grateful,”” Mrs. Meech began. 
“but I don’t deserve—” 

“You may not know it,” Minnie con- 
tinued, waving her to silence, “‘but you’ve 
become our leader overnight. We've all 
been talking it over and we’ve decided to 


ask you to be our next president. If you'll 
be our candidate, we'll put you in the 
chair. We need a wildcat like you to run 
the club. What do you say?” 

Mrs. Meech opened and shut her mouth 
like a fish lifted suddenly into the air. 
Then she found speech. 

“I didn’t really mean,” she said earn- 
estly, “to do as much good as I have 
done.” 

“Don’t be so modest !’’ Minnie retorted. 
“Ladies, I give you our next president!” 


MRS. MEECH was never quite certain 
how she got home. She had drunk ten cups 
of tea and her arm ached from shaking 
hands. The family were already at the 
dinner table. Mrs. Meech walked into the 
dining room and met their exclamations 
with no apologetic word. She took her 
seat at the table and helped herself to a 
chop. Her fork swaggered over the plate. 

“Well, what happened at the club?” 
John asked impatiently. “Is your reputa- 
tion gone?” 

“T’ve got a new reputation,” Mrs. Meech 
said solemnly. 

John laid down his spoon. 

“Out with it, Winifr 

“Oh, nothing much happened, except 
that Chubb is no more, and I’m the next 
president.” 

There was no doubt about that news 
being a sensation. In a dead silence, eter- 
nity ticked away two seconds. Then 
Junior applauded. The twins cheered. 
John came over and kissed her. 

“I’m proud of you, Winifred,” he said. 

Mrs. Meech took a long drink of water 
to keep from melting down entirely. It was 
the moment that she had been wanting, 
longer than she liked to remember. Every 
once in a while, life did pay a debt, didn’t 
it? She told about the meeting, while the 
family hung on her words. Nobody inter- 
rupted. But when it was all over and the 
children had gone to their homework, 
John and she were alone in the living room, 
as usual. John took up his paper. Mrs. 
Meech found her mending. 

“Do you love me, John?” she asked. 

“Um-hum,” he said. “Now, Winifred, 
give me your honest opinion. Do you 
think there’ll be a war in Europe?” 

But Mrs. Meech was satisfied. 
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TO THOSE WHO 


Say 


“ Merry Xmas” 
CP with 





You can say it Regally, yet not expensively, 
with “Keystone” military brushes or a com- 
plete travelling set— for him. A brush and 
mirror or a complete set of Keystone Toilet- 
ware — for her. Distinctive designs. Superb 
materials —in ebony, satinwood, olivewood 
or pearl effects. Top quality bristles. At 
jewellery, drug, department or leather goods 
stores. beds and guaranteed by Stevens- 
Hepner Co, Limited, Port Elgin, Ontario. 





of Aristinas 
Ths om git moe Gilt- 


above all others is 

a Rolls Razor... 

because a Roll’s is more than a razor 
to a man. It’s a boon every morning 
of his life. The reason? A Rolls 
never gets stubble-blunted. It keeps 
its barber’s blade in ever-keen con- 
dition by automatic stropping and 
honing in its own case. Buy him a 
Rolls Razor if you really want to buy 
him the one thing he wants most. 


Prices begin at $6.95. 
LS ' 


nt ie war Bal: 
Rolls Shaving Bowl $1.00, 





Refills 60c. 
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SANTA--SPARE THAT CHILD! 


You can make Christmas a good or had influence 


hy the way you choose their toys and treats 


By JOHN W. S. MeCULLOUGH, M.D., D.P.H. 


THERE IS more sickness among children 
in the last week of the year than in any 
single month from December to December. 
And probably, if it were possible to make 
a survey, more down-right spoiling of one 
kind and another goes on in the same 
period than at any other time. 

The excess of illness following the great 
festival is due to the character and quan- 
tity of Christmas food—the candy, nuts, 
fruit and ice cream provided. Over-indul- 
gence in such food does a definite injury. 
So does over-indulgence in quantities of 
the wrong kind of expensive toys. Not 
only is money wasted, and the child too 
often demands gifts that the parent can 
ill-afford to buy, but often the toys are 
useless, if not definitely harmful. 

Since the days of our childhood there 
have been colossal improvements in the 
care of children. We have better feeding, 
clothing and housing, and increased solici- 
tude for health. 

Children of the present generation, in 
comparison with those of twenty-five 
years ago, are taller, have a better average 
physique and their expectation of life has 
been greatly extended. For example, a boy 
born in the year 1900 had an expectation 
of life of forty-one years and a girl of the 
same year, forty-six years. A boy born in 
the present year has an expectation of life 
of fifty-six years and a girl no less than 
sixty-three. 

The story of the control of diphtheria 
reads like a romance. Bovine tuberculosis 
and summer complaint are things of the 
past where milk is pasteurized. Rickets 
have disappeared with the prenatal use of 
cod-liver oil and sea-fish. Vaccination has 
all but dismissed small-pox. Care of public 
water supplies has practically wiped out 
typhoid fever. 

But one doubts that there is a similar 
improvement in the behavior of children. 
Frankly. many of them are being spoiled. 
This isn’t the fault of the child. Behavior 
isn’t an inheritance. Size and shape of 
nose. contour of the face, size of feet and 
hands and the color of eyes and hair come 
from one’s parents and grandparents. But 
there is no evidence that honesty or dis- 


honesty, laziness or energy, cowardice or 
courage are inherited. 

The tiny baby in the cradle whines; the 
patient mother rocks the cradle. Baby 
learns that his demand brings a response. 
The sensation was a pleasant one. So he 
goes a step farther. He cries, and gets 
taken up. This concession gained, other 
appeals are made. The older child. able to 
talk, makes use of this newly-acquired 
faculty to refuse porridge unless more sugar 
is added. Another child pushes food away 
with a frown. ‘He has such a poor appe- 
tite,”” says the loving mother. In these 
ways shrewd children trade upon the 
mother’s affections. Continual indulgence 
will make for a thoroughly spoiled adult. 
Many divorce cases have their origin in 
the spoilt child. 

One can do no better than follow the 
example of Dr. Alan Roy Dafoe with the 
quintuplets. Obedience is demanded from 
his charges, and firmness, not punishment. 
the plan used. If a child in good health 
refuses food, it is a fair inference that he 
isn’t hungry. In any case the loss of a meal 
isn’t a serious circumstance. The food, 
after a reasonable wait, should be put away 
until the next meal. 

At the Christmas season, children 
should have their regular meals of a 
limited amount of the prevailing delicacies. 
Candy, fruit, nuts, ice cream, if allowed, 
should form part of the regular meals. 


How to Choose Toys 

For toys, the simplest are the best. A 
child loves to be occupied. Toys should be 
chosen with the object of keeping the child 
busy. They should be suited to the child’s 
age. A rattle is the earliest of these. It 
may profitably be suspended to the right- 
hand of cot or carriage so as to encourage 
the child to become right-handed. Rubber 
balls, blocks for building, colored chalks 
and paper, blunt scissors and colored pic- 
tures, home-made animals, a sand box. 
wheeled wagons, dishes and molds suffice 
for the smaller child. At four to five. tools 
for garden work, books with pictures of the 
things seen about, may be given him. 
Later, books of a more permanent nature 


- Special...for a Little Lady 


SPECIAL TREATMENT 
. +» SPECIAL CARE 
. EVEN A SPECIAL LAXATIVE! 


| 


‘JERE WE SEE a little lady get- 

ting her regular dental ex- 
amination . special care her 
mother seldom got when she was a 


girl. 
YY Ors 

One reason why children thrive 
better today than 20 years ago is 
because of special care like this. 
Their food . . . their clothes ... 
even their playthings are specialized 
for them. 

Your doctor will tell you that 
this new thinking applies to laxa- 
tives, too. 

They say a child should get only 
a laxative made especially for chil- 
dren—a_ laxative that can’t pos- 
sibly harm the tiniest and most 
delicate infant system. 








That’s why so many physicians 
recommend Castoria. For here is 
a child’s laxative pure and simple. 
Never do we recommend it for anyone 
else. Castoria is exceedingly mild 
in action. Yet it is thorough. It 
works chiefly on the lower bowel— 
not in the stomach. 





Quickly and completely it clears 
away the waste in a baby’s system 
- . . without the painful griping 
and digestive upsets some harsh 
laxatives cause. Castoria contains 
no harsh, purging drugs, no nar- 
cotics—nothing that could upset a 
baby’s delicate system. A famous 
baby specialist said he couldn’t write 
a better prescription himself! 


You'll be glad to know that Castoria 
tastes good, too. Children take it 
willingly — without forcing. And 
doctors will tell you just how im- 
portant that is. For often the act 
of forcing a child to take a laxative 
he hates completely upsets his en- 
tire nervous system. 

So, mother, reflect a bit before 
you next buy a laxative for your 
child. Always make sure of these 
two important things: (1) That 
it’s made especially for children. 
(2) That your child will like its 
taste. 

So play safe and keep a bottle 
handy in your home. Ask your 
druggist for the Family-Size bottle. 
It holds more . . . lasts longer . . . 
gives you more for your money. 


CASTORIA 


The laxative made especially for babies and growing children 
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LZ f Baby Foods ~ 






Dionnes thrived on Libby’s 
Homogenized Baby Foods. 





Dionne QUINTUPLETS 





Photographs copyright. 
Star Newspaper Service. 


Safely into Childhood 
.. critical Baby Days over! 


But what a tremendous responsibility the Dionne Quintuplets were. Just tiny babies—so 
helpless—so dependent on others during those first two critical years. Mother! Here is 
news that is vitally important to you—and your baby. Libby’s have made a great 
discovery which makes baby’s solid foods finer — smoother — softer. The Dionne 
Quintuplets thrived on Libby’s Homogenized foods during their critical baby days. Ic 
is Libby’s special method of Homogenization which makes vegetables, fruit, cereals 
and soup far finer, far smoother than strained foods. 
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ee 
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This is What Homogenization Does 


The special Libby method of Homogenization 
“explodes” whole food cells formed in vegetables, 
fruits and cereal. The tough cellulose wall that 
surrounds the nourishment in these cells is com- 
pletely broken up. All nourishment is released so 
that baby can digest it easily, quickly and com- 
pletely. 

Homogenization also breaks up coarse, irritating 
fibres. None of the bulk that baby needs for 
normal elimination is lost... but it is broken up 
inte particles which do not irritate. 
Homogenization is the first great advance over 
strained foods. Doctors find Libby's Homogenized 
Foods are better for babies in three important 
ways: 


1. Fewer Digestive Upsets 


Doctors find Libby’s Hom- 
ogenized Foods far easier 
for babies to digest than 
the finest strained foods. 





2. Far More Nourishing 


Scientific tests show that 
Libby’s special process of 
Homogenization makes 
vegetables, fruits, cereal 
and soup so fine and 
smooth, they digest far 
more completely than the 
most carefully strained 
foods. Baby uses far less energy in digesting 
them... and gets far more nourishment. 


3. Earlier Feeding Possible 


Many doctors recommend 
Libby’s Homogenized Veg- 
etables as early as 3% 
months... weeks earlier 
than strained foods... to 
sive baby the minerals he 
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CANADA 


Valuable Booklet FREE 


Baby Food Dept. C.. 
Libby, M¢Neili and Libby of Canada Limited, 
Chatham, Ontario. 


Please send me free of charge, the new booklet “Safer Feeding 


tor Your Baby”. 


Enthusiastic mothers write i needs to help protect EES OEE Ee POET ee, TET CO FOOT EEE EOE 
that since feeding Libby's ; against nutritional an- 
Homogenized foods their ’ at emia. (Homogenized vegetables are so fine they Address .. ; : 
« babies have fewer diges- may be mixed with baby’s milk formula and fed - 
tive upsets. from the bottle!) ee A Rae ie Si Sob ak ceil _ Prevines... 
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THAT CHILD! 


You can make Christmas a good or had influence 


hy the way you choose their toys and treats 


By JOHN W. S. MeCULLOUGH, M.D., D.P.H. 


THERE IS more sickness among children 
in the last week of the year than in any 
single month from December to December. 
And probably, if it were possible to make 
a survey, more down-right spoiling of one 
kind and another goes on in the same 
period than at any other time. 

The excess of illness following the great 
festival is due to the character and quan- 
tity of Christmas food—the candy, nuts, 
fruit and ice cream provided. Over-indul- 
gence in such food does a definite injury. 
So does over-indulgence in quantities of 
the wrong kind of expensive toys. Not 
only is money wasted, and the child too 
often demands gifts that the parent can 
ill-afford to buy, but often the toys are 
useless, if not definitely harmful. 

Since the days of our childhood there 
have been colossal improvements in the 
care of children. We have better feeding, 
clothing and housing, and increased solici- 
tude for health. 

Children of the present generation, in 
comparison with those of twenty-five 
years ago, are taller, have a better average 
physique and their expectation of life has 
been greatly extended. For example, a boy 
born in the year 1900 had an expectation 
of life of forty-one years and a girl of the 
same year, forty-six years. A boy born in 
the present year has an expectation of life 
of fifty-six years and a girl no less than 
sixty-three. 

The story of the control of diphtheria 
reads like a romance. Bovine tuberculosis 
and summer complaint are things of the 
past where milk is pasteurized. Rickets 
have disappeared with the prenatal use of 
cod-liver oil and sea-fish. Vaccination has 
all but dismissed small-pox. Care of public 
water supplies has practically wiped out 
typhoid fever. se 

But one doubts that there is a similar 
improvement in the behavior of children. 
Frankly, many of them are being spoiled. 
This isn’t the fault of the child. Behavior 
isn’t an inheritance. Size and shape of 
nose, contour of the face, size of feet and 
hands and the color of eyes and hair come 
from one’s parents and grandparents. But 
there is no evidence that honesty or dis- 


honesty, laziness or energy, cowardice or 
courage are inherited. 

The tiny baby in the cradle whines; the 
patient mother rocks the cradle. Baby 
learns that his demand brings a response. 
The sensation was a pleasant one. So he 
goes a step farther. He cries, and gets 
taken up. This concession gained, other 
appeals are made. The older child. able to 
talk, makes use of this newly-acquired 
faculty to refuse porridge unless more sugar 
is added. Another child pushes food away 
with a frown. ‘He has such a poor appe- 
tite,”” says the loving mother. In these 
ways shrewd children trade upon the 
mother’s affections. Continual indulgence 
will make for a thoroughly spoiled adult. 
Many divorce cases have their origin in 
the spoilt child. 

One can do no better than follow the 
example of Dr. Alan Roy Dafoe with the 
quintuplets. Obedience is demanded from 
his charges, and firmness, not punishment. 
the plan used. If a child in good health 
refuses food, it is a fair inference that he 
isn’t hungry. In any case the loss of a meal 
isn’t a serious circumstance. The food, 
after a reasonable wait, should be put away 
until the next meal. 

At the Christmas season, children 
should have their regular meals of a 
limited amount of the prevailing delicacies. 
Candy, fruit, nuts, ice cream, if allowed, 
should form part of the regular meals. 


How to Choose Toys 

For toys, the simplest are the best. A 
child loves to be occupied. Toys should be 
chosen with the object of keeping the child 
busy. They should be suited to the child’s 
age. A rattle is the earliest of these. It 
may profitably be suspended to the right- 
hand of cot or carriage so as to encourage 
the child to become right-handed. Rubber 
balls. blocks for building, colored chalks 
and paper, blunt scissors and colored pic 
tures, home-made animals, a sand box. 
wheeled wagons, dishes and molds suffice 
for the smaller child. At four to five. tools 
for garden work, books with pictures of the 
things seen about, may be given him. 
Later, books of a more permanent nature 


- Special...for a Little Lady 


SPECIAL TREATMENT 
» ++ SPECIAL CARE 
. EVEN A SPECIAL LAXATIVE! 





ERE WE SEE a little lady get- 
ting her regular dental ex- 
amination . . . special care her 
mother seldom got when she was a 


girl. 
, Gc 
Lge 


One reason why children thrive 
better today than 20 years ago is 
because of special care like this. 
Their food . . . their clothes . 
even their playthings are specialized 
for them. 

Your doctor will tell you that 
this new thinking applies to laxa- 
tives, too. 

They say a child should get only 
a laxative made especially for chil- 
dren—a laxative that can’t pos- 
sibly harm the tiniest and most 
delicate infant system. 








That’s why so many physicians 
recommend Castoria. For here is 
a child’s laxative pure and simple. 
Never do we recommend it for anyone 
else. Castoria is exceedingly mild 
in action. Yet it is thorough. It 
works chiefly on the lower bowel— 
not in the stomach. 


Quickly and completely it clears 
away the waste in a baby’s system 
- . . without the painful griping 
and digestive upsets some harsh 
laxatives cause. Castoria contains 
no harsh, purging drugs, no nar- 
cotics—nothing that could upset a 
baby’s delicate system. A famous 
baby specialist said he couldn’t write 
a better prescription himself! 


You'll be glad to know that Castoria 
tastes good, too. Children take it 
willingly — without forcing. And 
doctors will tell you just how im- 
portant that is. For often the act 
of forcing a child to take a laxative 
he hates completely upsets his en- 
tire nervous system. 

So, mother, reflect a bit before 
you next buy a laxative for your 
child. Always make sure of these 
two important things: (1) That 
it’s made especially for children. 
(2) That your child will like its 
taste. 

So play safe and keep a bottle 
handy in your home. Ask your 
druggist for the Family-Size bottle. 
It holds more . . . lasts longer. . . 
gives you more for your money. 


CASTORIA 


The laxative made especially for babies and growing children 
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Dionnes thrived on Libby’s 
Homo genized Baby Foods. 





Dionne QUINTUPLETS 







3. 
~ 
Photographs copyright. 
Star Newspaper Service. 
Safely into Childhood 
itical B 
.. critical Baby Days over! 
But what a tremendous responsibility the Dionne Quintuplets were. Just tiny babies—so 
helpless—so dependent on others during those first two critical years. Mother! Here is 
news that is vitally important to you—and your baby. Libby’s have made a great 
discovery which makes baby’s solid foods finer — smoother — softer. The Dionne 
Quintuplets thrived on Libby’s Homogenized foods during their critical baby days. It 
is Libby’s special method of Homogenization which makes vegetables, fruit, cereals 
and soup far finer, far smoother than strained foods. 
This is What Homogenization Does 2. Far More Nourishing 6 





The special Libby method of Homogenization 
“explodes” whole food cells formed in vegetables, 
fruits and cereal. The tough cellulose wall that 
surrounds the nourishment in these cells is com- 


pletely broken up. All nourishment is released so vegetables, fruits, cereal 
that baby can digest it easily, quickly and com- and soup so fine and 
pletely. smooth, they digest far 


Homogenization also breaks up coarse, irritating 
fibres. None of the bulk that baby needs for 
normal elimination is lost... but it is broken up 
into particles which do not irritate. 
Homogenization is the first great advance over 
strained foods. Doctors find Libby's Homogenized 
Foods are better for babies in three important 
ways: 


1. Fewer Digestive Upsets 


Doctors find Libby’s Hom- 
ogenized Foods far easier 
for babies to digest than 
the finest strained foods. 





needs to help protect 
ee oe ae against. metritionsl an- tsa Sor ehh ont eae aka dah eeeeaeADSRRASA SEAL sda da hed canes 
Homogenized foods their emia. (Homogenized vegetables are so fine they asavee 
babies have fewer diges- may be mixed with baby’s milk formula and fed ° 
fr ttle! 
ve pects om Gio Detttes) City ..Province.. 





Scientific tests show that 
Libby’s special process of 
Homogenization makes 


more completely than the 
most carefully strained 
foods. Baby uses far less energy in digesting 
them... and gets far more nourishment. 


3. Earlier Feeding Possible 


Many doctors recommend 
Libby’s Homogenized Veg- 
etables as early as 4% 
months... weeks earlier 
than strained foods... to 
give baby the minerals he 
















MADE IN 
CANADA 


Valuable Booklet FREE 


Baby Food Dept. C.. 
Libby, M¢Neili and Libby of Canada Limited, 
Chatham, Ontario. 


Please send me free of charge, the new booklet “Safer Feeding 
for Your Baby”. 


HF436 
4 
SSS eee eee CBee eaaeaeeseaaa ae eee ee ee 











CHATELAINE, DECEMBER, 1936 


lights and absorbingly interesting tinsel 
hanging down from red and green stream- 
ers and glittering in a fascinating way, has 
come and gone. With it came many pres- 
ents to the babies from kind well-wishers. 
The best of them all were five high-barred 
pink cots and two real playpens. They were 
very welcome gifts for, in a short time, 
the little girls had grown so much and 
become so proficient in their variegated 
repertoire of gymnastic movements and 
acrobatic tricks, that the bassinets and 
the playbox had become deplorably inade- 
quate, 


SO ON the second day of the New Year, 
there was a great “‘to do”’ and upheaval in 
the nursery. All the white bassinets were 
put away up in the attic and in their stead 
the large pink cots installed. The ‘rats’ 
nest,”” which for many months had so 
admirably filled the need of safe play- 
ground for the five tiny girls, was ignomin- 
iously degraded to a laundry table in the 
basement. In its place came the two new 
playpens with high varnished fences all 
around them. For the sake of convenience, 
they were rigged up on easy-rolling casters 
and the bottoms of them well padded. The 
nursery, which with the small high-legged 
cribs had seemed large and spacious before, 
became now a little crowded with the 
larger pink cots and the rolling playpens. 
It was a big change also in the lives of the 
babies, almost as significant as moving to 
the new house. Another milestone upon 
the road of progress had been left behind 
no more in sight only seen in memory. 

It was interesting to watch how the en- 
couragement given by the increased space, 
conduced to the speedy development of 
further movement and healthy exercise in 
the babies. Now they were never still any 
more, except when they sprawled in the 
relaxation of peaceful slumber. During 
their waking hours, behind the bars of their 
playpens and cots, the incessant waving of 
arms and legs produced a continued picture 
of graceful motion. 

They scon learned to turn over expertly 
from side to side, from back to stomach. 
The supple strength of their dimpled arms 
was increased rapidly by their cherished 
sport of raising themselves up and down, 
up and down as they were lying on their 
stomachs, like training athletes. With a 
flourish of jumping balls two legs flew up 
in the air. A chubby hand caught one of 
them and. with astounding ease, forced it 
down toward a waiting greedy red mouth 

an acrobatic trick achieved by few 
except agile healthy babies. 

Yvonne became adept in arching her 
back like a sprung bow and then, in sudden 
relaxation, flopping down again on the 
buoyant mattress. Emilie soon followed 
suit. But she went one step farther. She 
raised herself right on her head, supporting 
the other end of her arched supple body by 
the tips of her toes, while she victoriously 
looked around the room from her upside- 
down position. Put Emilie, as it has al- 
ready been pointed out, was an incorrigible 
imp. And she did not confine her indul- 
gence in this gymnastic to merely include 
it in her daily dozen. At times, when she 
felt irritated and impatient. she found the 
trick a fine way of working herself into a 
real rage. Of course, when this happened, 
ascertaining that the cause of the trouble 
was out of proportion with the exhibited 
rage, she was just left alone, because 
having reached a climax, the exertion was 
quite exhausting enough successfully to 
work all the rage out of her system without 
other interference. 


IN THE Dionne nursery toys always be- 
longed to the exercise hour and the exer- 
cise hour belonged to the toys. They were 
to each other like pals, admirably fitted to 
enhance the best qualities in each other. 
When the exercise hour was over the toys 
came to rest in a heap in one corner of the 
abandoned playpens. And, when once 
more the hour of play came around, having 
first been thoroughly scalded in hot water, 
the toys were again given into the eager 
hands of the five. At other times. when the 


babies were eating or sleeping or dressing, 
the toys were never disturbed from their 
rest. Their essential educational value was 
never debased by offering them as bribes. 
Their purport as a source of delight was 
never risked by letting too constant associ- 
ation dull their important capacity to teach 
independent entertainment. Exercise hour 
was playtime and the toys belonged to it 
alone. 

Toys are an excellent means to tempt 
small babies to daring ventures farther 
afield in the world of free movement. They 
are wonderful things by which to promote 
and encourage the growth of the first sign 
of independence in the baby——self-occupa- 
tion. 

The Dionne babies came to think so too. 
They loved their toys with the rattling 
gleeful passion of early babyhood. Each 
baby, with a favorite toy in her pink fist, 
became absorbed, engrossed, rapt in its 
wonderful shape, qualities and possibili- 
ties and peremptory demands of other 
kinds of amusement were entirely forborne, 
indeed never even heard or thought of. 

There were five tinkling silver bells, 
attached to rings of iridescent mother-of- 
pearl, one for each. It was astonishing 
what an amount of continued enter- 
tainment could be derived from these. To 
shake them and listen to the tinkling of the 
bell, to contemplate their shine and the 
soft shifting rainbows of the mother-of- 
pearl, was ever an exhaustless pleasure. 
Then there was a celluloid cat of amazing 
color scheme and extraordinary features, 
given especially to Cecile by another un- 
known Cecile. It had green eyes in a flat 
white face with whiskers, a red jacket 
fastened down the front with yellow but- 
tons. It had grey rubber legs, which soon, 
by energetic usage, became detached from 
the rest of the body, and, last but not 
least, it had an entertaining rattle en- 
closed in its head. This particular toy was 
a master-entertainer to all the five babies. 
There was many a bitter battle fought over 
the possession of this coveted toy and I am 
afraid poor Cecile’s right of ownership, at 
times, was sadly, even brutally, ignored. 
There were also two glaringly red trum- 
pets, which until they were completely put 
out of commission, possessed the capacity 
to emit a strident hoot. These were 
Yvonne’s particular favorites, because she 
found out that, when she sucked at one end 
hard enough, she too could make them hoot 
quaveringly but none the less audibly in 
her own perfectly good way. 

These were but a few of the spectacular 
toys possessed by the five small girls. 
Their nursery cupboards boasted of an 
unusual embarras de richesse in this cate- 
gory of property. But this affiuence was by 
no means permitted to surrender the babies 
to the boredom of satiety. That would 
have robbed the toys irreparably of their 
value as promoters of entertainment and 
of physical as well as mental development. 
Instead, the comparatively small number 
of toys allowed in the playpens at one 
time, greatly increased their point of inter- 
est to the babies and, when vigorous bang- 
ing and other babyish maltreatment 
smashed them to pieces, they were 
replaced by others, the fascination of which 
lasted almost as long as their lives. 


TOWARD THE end of their first year, 
when tendencies to begin creeping and 
sitting up by themselves became evident, 
the babies were often, in their afternoon 
exercise hour, placed on a big pink blanket 
in the middle of the nursery to encourage 
them in their next step in progress. In this 
vast space of —to them—almost unlimited 
freedom, Annette was the first one to show 
the others how to move forward on knees 
and hands. Only a short time before she 
had found out her adaptation to stand on 
all fours rocking forward and backward. 
But the absence of barred boundaries drew 
her ahead and the trick of creeping was 
suddenly her newest discovery. To 
Yvonne, as yet, her sister’s invention made 
no impression. She was at the time not 
interested in creeping. She was far too 
{Continued on page 64) 
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Every Mother Owes 
Her Child Protection 


AND ESPECIALLY PROTECTION FROM 
UNKNOWN DRUGS... ASK YOUR DOCTOR 


Practically every mother knows the 
physician’s rule: Don’t give your child un- 
known remedies without asking your doctor 
first. Children’s specialists give this warn- 
ing continually. And educators and 
writers on welfare repeat it everywhere. 


It is only human nature that the in- 
stinct to save a few pennies will sometimes 
overcome caution and sound judgment. 
That a woman will buy for her child 
something said to be “just as good.” 


When it comes to the widely used 
children’s remedy — “milk of magnesia” 
many doctors for over half a century 
have said “PHILLIPS.” For Phillips’ 
Milk of Magnesia is the standard of the 


ALSO IN TABLET FORM: 


Each tiny tablet is the equivalent of a 
teaspoonful of genuine Phillips’ Milk 


of Magnesia. 


PHILLIPS 


MILK OF 


world. Safe for children. Made in a labora- 
tory devoted solely to making this im- 
portant remedy; there is no other “quite 
like it.” For the process for making gen- 
uine Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia was 
originated in the Phillips’ laboratories. 
Keep this in mind, and say “PHIL- 
LIPS’ MILK OF MAGNESIA” when 
you buy. Comes now, also in tablet form 
that children take without argument. 
Tablets that taste like peppermint candy, 
and that contain the equivalent of the 
liquid Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia. Get 
the form you prefer. But see that what 
you get is labeled “Genuine Phillips’ 
Milk of Magnesia.” 25¢ for a big box of 


tablets at drug stores. 
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This Safe, External Treatment 


Helps END A COLD Quicker 


Massage VapoRub briskly on the 
throat, chest and back (between and 
below the shoulder blades). Then 
spread it thick over the chest and 
cover with warmed cloth. 

Almost before you finish rubbing, 
VapoRub starts to bring relief two 
ways at once—two direct ways: 


During the night, VapoRub keeps 
right on working. Often, by morning 
the worst of the cold is over. 


Avoids Risk of Stomach Upsets 
This safe, external treatment cannot 
possibly upset the stomach, as con- 
stant internal “‘dosing’’ is so apt to 
do. It can be used freely, as often as 





| ment. 
| balls, colored discs to be threaded on 
| sticks, whistles, etc.. develop the senses. 
| Others like the sand-box, plasticine, clay, 
| blunt scissors, wax, boards, building blacks, 
| encourage the making of things. Those de- 


| and stencils. 
by such articles as toy houses, animals, 


needed, even on the youngest child. 


VISES 


Mothers! Look in your VapoRub 
package for full details of Vicks 
Plan—a practical home guide to 
greater freedom from colds. In clinic 
tests among 17,353 people, this Plan 
cut sickness from colds more than half! 


Follow Vicks Plan for 
Better Control of Colds 


1. Through the Skin. VapoRub 
acts direct through the skin like a 
poultice or plaster. 


2. Medicated Vapors. At the 
same time, its medicated vapors, re- 
leased by body heat, are breathed in 
for hours—about 18 times a niinute 
—direct to the irritated air-passages. 
This combined poultice-and- vapor 
action loosens phlegm—relieves 
irritation—helps break congestion. 





FOR CHRISTMAS 
OR BIRTHDAY 


EXCRAFT has been welcomed as the 

ideal birthday gift, providing lasting 
interest to the young people. Thousands 
were bought as Christmas gifts and the 
demand for birthday gifts continues. 
Texcraft provides unusual artistic train- 
ing, 2 the latent talent in every 
boy and girl. It is entirely new. In it are 
included delightful sketches of circus clowns, of Cinderella, Dutch 
Girl, Cowboy, Mexican Boy, Little Bo-Peep, Interior scenes, Windmills, 
Japanese Girl, Indian Boy,-etc., etc..—24 of these. 
Ten big colored crayons enable any boy or girl to produce colored 
patterns on these outline sketches. This is done with pattern cards 
placed beneath the sketches. These cards permit hundreds of differ- 
ent patterns when used in combination. Texcraft comes in a strong 
box, 16" x 12"; with a richly colored cover, altogether an excellent, 
educational, inexpensive birthday gift that is highly appreciated. 
If your dealer cannot supply you enclose money order for $1.15 and a Texcraft 
set will be mailed, post paid to any address in Canada. Refills are available at 
all times at 18c for one package, or 30c for two packages. 
Manufactured. Exclusively 


forthe Brith Empie by DEMSCRAFT 
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The Litte Dutch Girl. 





481 University Ave., 
Toronto, Canada 
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DONT GE DISCOURAGED 
BY EXTERNALLY CAUSED 
PIMPLES, RASHES, 
BLACKHEADS - GET 
QUICK RELIEF WITH 


ae 


FREE Sample, write “Cuti- 
cura”, Dept. 34D, 286 St. 
Paul St. W., Montreal. 





form good Christmas gifts. Pets, such as 
dog or cat, particularly in the country, 
teach children a love for animals. Over 
five years of age, white mice, rabbits, 
canaries and guinea pigs may be added. 

The essential thing with a child is to 
keep him so busy that he will have no time 
nor interest in the development of such 
bad habits as thumb-sucking, biting the 
nails or worse. Everlasting reference to, 
and checking of such habits seems to per- 
petuate them. 

Toys, even the inexpensive, should be 
durable. Of these such things as rattles, 
peg-boards, blocks, etc., assist in develop- 
Colored puzzles, different sized 


signed to develop the artistic sense are 
crayons, pencils and paper, colored wools 
and cloths, blocks which form patterns 
The imagination is aroused 


kitchen utensils, stoves, hobby horses and 
dolls. None of these need be expensive. 

As the child grows older he should be 
encouraged to participate in games suited 
to his years. Outdoor games teach the 


| child self-reliance, the joy of conquering 
| fear. 


-arents should teach their children how 


to play and should play with them. A 
| child’s interest is constantly changing. The 


suitable toy is the one that instructs. 
Children under two should not be in the 
parents’ company too much. Over two, 
all children should have child companions 
so as to rule out selfishness. 

All over this and other broad lands, the 


| Christmas season is regarded as the most 
| joyous of all seasons. 
| not to the injury of the child’s health, 


Let us employ it, 


habits or disposition, but in the effort to 
make our children healthier, happier and 
a greater credit to us all. 





I Nursed the Quintuplets 


(Continued from page 24) 





soft padded bottom of their playbox 
Plump arms, with dimpled elbows and 
bracelet folds at the wrists, one moment 
wave excitedly in the air to stop abruptly, 
in a most graceful pose above a pair of 
bright scrutinizing eyes, for intense and 
rapt inspection. The delicate texture of 
their cheeks has taken on the color of pink- 
ish tearoses in entrancing contrast to the 
dark velvet softness of their eyes. And, 
most curious of all, their eyelids boast of a 
most becoming shadow, created by a deep 
tone of suntan. 

As an accompaniment, funny sounds 
emanate from the disorderly softness and 
active jumble of the “rats’ nest,”” sounds 


that are a little more than cooing, a little 


more decided in their indication of 
pleasure or displeasure. There is a 
variety of them—a peremptory squeak, 
a soft sound of surprise, a questioning trill 
ending on a high note, a staccato incom- 
prehensible conversation of a baby with 
itself. 

It is quite impossible to believe that 
these babies, now almost filling the play- 
box with kicking energy, are the same pale- 
faced, listless infants who, only a few weeks 
back, were carefully placed there in a row 
for their first lesson in daily exercise and 
self-entertainment. It is incredible that 
the thin flabby legs and arms of a little 
while ago have changed so marvellously 
into the firm sturdiness of today. Free 
motion has indeed shown itself to be a far 
better cure of listlessness than medicine, 
It is a magic tonic. 

Time passes on. Christmas, with bright 
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BABYS COLD 
CHECKED 
AND SOON 
BETTER 


Graduate 
Nurse believes 
in prevention 










BECAUSE colds may bring on serious 
complications, be sure to use a simple, safe 
remedy immediately baby coughs and shows 
cold symptoms. A Barrie nurse found Baby’s 
Own Tablets a most effective treatment for 
this purpose. She writes: 

“Being a graduate nurse I believe in 
prevention, so when all the rest of us 
had the cold I soon had baby’s cold 
checked and better, thanks to Baby’s 
Own Tablets. Also when baby seemed 
peevish and fevered at teething, I al- 
ways resorted to Baby’s Own Tablets. 

I have used them this winter to keep 

my baby well.” 

Mrs. G , Barrie, Ontario. 

Mothers can definitely relieve baby’s cough 
or cold if they will give Baby’s Own Tablets 
promptly according to the directions. A 
Winona mother says: “When I see a cold 
coming on I start giving Baby’s Own Tab- 
lets and in a day or so the child is quite well 
again.” 

Remember, also, that these tablets are 

| effective for fretfulness, simple fever, teeth- 
ing, constipation, diarrhoea, upset stomach, 
colic, and other childish ailments. Certified 
safe, even for the most delicate baby and 
priced at 25c. 
@ Try them at our risk. Buy a package to- 
day and, if you do not find them as good as 
we claim, return the partially-used box to us 
and we will refund your money. 


Dn. Williams, 
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reathe vapo-medicated air while 

)) ou those. This is how VAPO. 
CRESOLENE acts on Bronchitis, 
Bronchial Asthma and Catarrh. By 
its gentle, soothing penetration the 
most difficult breathing and soreness 
are more swiftly relieved than by 
medicine. The proven drugless treat- 
ment for 56 years, Prevents infection 
Spreading. At druggists. 
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mm Cets to the seat of the trouble. 


Bend for Booklet No. 2. 
Co., Miles Bldg. Montreal Po teen, 
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15 FEATURES THAT 
EMPHASIZE THE VALUE 


ee 


1. All-Silent, All-Steel Turret Top Bodies 
by Fisher with Unistee! Construction. 


2. More Beautiful “Silver Streak” Styling. 

3. Longer Wheelbase. 

4. Super-Acting Hydraulic Brakes. 

5. Eighty-Nine Horsepower, Valve-in-Head Ergine. 
6. Lightweight Anolite-type Pistons. 

7. Double Strength, 4-Way Cantilever Frame, 
8. Improved Knee-Action Gliding Ride, 

9. Perfected Centre-Point Steering. 

10. Silent Syncro-Mesh Transmission. 

11. Safety Glass Throughout. 

12. Fisher No-Draft Ventilation. 

13. Octane Selector. 

14. Cowl Type Emergency Brake. 

15. Oversize Tire and Luggage Compartment. 


Foutee vars oe =‘ > en \ 
standards of luxurious — Pa 
transportation for low- ‘a |i = en Rn Finger-tip steering, fea- 
priced cars. le Ie oer ii S, Sy ther-touch braking, flash- 
. ee : wit ing acceleration makes 
- the new Pontiac a pleasure 
to drive. 
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ANNOUNCING A NEW GENERAL MOTORS VALUE... 


ontiac 


Enters the Low Price Field 





with a Geeat Wow Can! 


eo A big, new Pontiac at a new low price! An aristocrat 

of motordom sweeps into the low price field with a great 
new Six. If you want the utmost for your new car dollar, the 
new Pontiac ‘*224’’ will fit into your scheme of things in a very 
definite way. For it offers bed-rock economy—in first cost and 
operating cost—more beauty, greater comfort, more of every- 
thing you want, at the price you want to pay. 


Step inside—take a ride. The all-silent, all-steel Turret Top 
Body by Fisher with Unisteel Construction, puts vital safety over- 
head and all around you. Underfoot is the security of the solid 
steel floor . . . At line of vision, Safety Glass. Settle back in 
an interior as restful as your favorite easy chair . . . comfort- 
able as an air-conditioned home . . . with luxury appointments 


and refinements found in no other low priced car. 


Pontiac’s big, powerful engine . . . Fisher No-Draft Ventilation 





. . . Syncro-mesh transmission . . . Improved Knee-Action... 
Centre-point steering . . . Hydraulic Brakes . .. these, and 
many other outstanding features contribute to the enjoyment 
of Pontiac’s gliding ride. 

Follow the sensible habit of thrifty buyers: Shop when you 
choose your 1937 car. Every comparison you make will con- 
. that it’s 
1937’s smartest buy. Astonishing, its small appetite for gasoline 


and oil! 


vince you that Pontiac offers you more for less . . 


Astonishing, the many ways it saves you money! 


Ten minutes behind the wheel will tell a story more convincing 
than words. So why not arrange for a test at a nearby Pontiac 
dealer’s. You'll be interested to hear how easily you can own 
a new Pontiac ‘'224’’ with your present car as part payment— 
and the balance arranged through the convenient terms of the 
General Motors Instalment Plan. 
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CHRISTMAS 
MAKE-UP 


Half the fun of Christmas lies in 
making the house sparkle with 
baubles and glow with color. 
Greenery, gay reds and bright 


bulbs will make a transformation 


ILLY-NILLY, the Christmas spirit has its way 
\\ with us. Whether we accept it gladly or try our 

best to escape, it all amounts to the same thing 

in the end; before we know it, we have grown 
positively expansive to all the world. Look what it did to 
Scrooge—the crusty old codger! See how it brings a lot of 
staid gentlemen off their high-horse and makes the most 
stand-offish ladies beam with goodwill! 

That’s Christmas—friendliest and best of all the seasons. 
The time to put your gayest foot forward and look as merry 
as you feel. Even our houses forget their dignified restraint 
and take on the brilliance and glitter of an Old Home 
Week. Bedeck and bedizen them any way you like so long 
as they turn a smiling face to the world and bid a “Merry 
Christmas’”’ to all who enter. 

If you want to do something very special, begin your 
decorations on the lawn with a festooned and lighted 
evergreen growing or planted for the occasion. Fun to do, 
grand to look at and a lilt to the spirits of all passers-by. 
Or have two festive little fellows in green or red tubs to 
flank your doorstep. For that matter, evergreen branches 
intermingled with golden globes—the 10-cent kind—and 
entwined with a row of tiny lights will dress your tubs and 
your entrance becomingly. 

The door itself is as gay as a Christmas card, if you out- 
line the panel with cedar rope and fasten firmly ia the 
centre a nosegay of silvered pine cones outlined with a 
scarlet oilcloth frill. Or make a cornucopia, paint it silver 
and stick it full of mistletoe and colored balls on wire stems. 
Of course, the more usual holly wreath is still effective and 
appropriate if you don’t care to branch out into something 
more novel. 

Against white outside walls, festoons of any greenery 
caught up with clusters of brilliant balls—crimson, blue, 
gold, or variegated—makes a striking decoration. Or twine 
your evergreen rope with scarlet oilgloth ribbon and catch 
it at the corners above the door with huge matching bows. 

The only rule in outside “fixings” is to use materials 
which withstand the elements and shine undiminished no 
matter what the weather may decide to do. 







































Inside, all’s aglitter and agleam in keeping with tradition. 
Which is not to say, however, that gilt and tinsel, wreaths, 
garlands and other trimmings are not up to a few new 
tricks. They are, and often with surprisingly happy and 
refreshing effects. 

Take, for instance, a window dressed in the modern 
manner with Venetian blinds or one of those light pleated 
shades. Smart to keep to the tailored theme and set a prim 
row of little pine trees in bright red flower pots along the 
length of the sill. If you’re clever with your fingers, you 
could make instead, pom-poms of scarlet Cellophane, 
arrange them on wire stems, and place in a green bowl. Or 
fashion dazzling sunbursts from bunches of Cellophane 
drinking “‘straws’’ tied tightly together at one end. Bind 
with heavy wire and twist the end of the strands into a flat 
spiral--to keep your cluster upright. [Continued on page 72} 










The richness of colour and the mellow brightness 
of many an “old World” floor is due to the kindly 
influence of the carefully selected polish. This same 
beauty can be a feature of your home. 


POLIFLOR has antiseptic properties that quickly 
destroy harmful dust germs while giving a sparkling 


polish that is easily applied. 


Poliflor 


For Bright and 
Healthy Homes 


WAX 


Nugget Products of Canada Ltd., 1000 Amherst St., Montreal, Canada 
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For twenty-five years 
**Windsor”’ has been recognized 
as the leading Canadian salt. 


Made under strict laboratory 


nc RG as Sa nS MON 


control—pure and full-flavoured. 
Now for your guidance and 
protection, a uniform, casily 
recognized family resemblance 
has been adopted for all 
“Windsor” Salt. Look for the 
red, white and blue packages. 














1. The finest qual- 
ity, free-running 
salt in the new, 
square moisture- 
proof package 
—wrapped in 
‘Cellophane’ 
with pouring 
spout Plainor 
lodized. 


2.° Windsor 
REGAL Table 
Salt. a popular 
family line in 
familiar round 
package Free 
running with 
pouring spout 
Plain or lodized 


3.“Windsor Salt 
rectangular pack- 
age. An econom- 
ical package 
of quolity salt. 


4. The ‘Windsor’ 
Pocket. A good, 
all-purpose salt 
in cotton. A little 
coarser grain 
but “Windsor 
quality 








I Nursed the Quintuplets 


Continued from page 6! 


busy finding out how one wriggled one’s 
plump legs underneath a fat little body and 
then raised oneself up to sit on them. It 
was very baffling. On the large pink 
blanket she rolled hither and thither and 
then, all at once, she got one leg under her, 
jerked herself up, found her balance and 
there she was, sitting. 

At the end of their first year Yvonne and 
Annette could stand proudly, though un- 
steadily, on their straight legs, holding on 
to the bars of the playpen, it was of no con- 
sequence to Marie, the little one, that she 
was still unskilfully pumping her small 
body up and down as she lay in her crib or 
in the playpen. She was quite uncon- 
cerned about it, for she knew that she too 
was coming along well—all in her own 
good time. 

The exercise hour in the Dionne nursery 
was not often at this time punctuated with 
tears and displeased crying. The whole- 
someness of its principle not only made the 
babies a mass of marvellous springy firm- 
ness, which it was a dream of satisfaction 
to hold in one’s arms, but independent 
little souls, who were capable and fond 
of their own entertainment. They were 
happy to be left alone, happy to find occu- 
pation on their own. With such boundless 
quantities of energy and interest, at last 
animating their small persons, they were 
in no need of other stimulation. 


TO WHAT a degree healthy exercise and 
diverting play promote the general well- 
being of the baby is scarcely believed. 
Physically, it normally and evenly de- 
velops the muscles of the whole body; it 
creates a healthy appetite and it encour- 
ages proper elimination of body wastes. 
Mentally, it opens fields for new explora- 
tion; it tempts to eager search of further 
discoveries, which increase knowledge. 

As little as I am inclined to admit the 
advisability of forced feeding, except in 
certain cases, as little do I find it necessary 
or even beneficial to enforce exercise in the 
normal baby. A well-balanced interchange 
of sleep, rest, meals and exercise will pro- 
vide all necessary energy and impetus for 
acitvity in an infant during its first year. 
But to arrange for the opportunity of free 
movement is quite another thing and 
should never be neglected. 

Just as it is not right to make the small 
baby sit up before its back has acquired 
enough strength for the feat, thus over- 
taxing the muscles of its yet too unsteady 
body, so it is, to my mind, unwise to drive 
the child into precocious development, 
either physically or mentally. Yet the 
importance of encouraging the advance of 
the baby’s healthy development has again 
and again been emphasized by child ex- 
perts and psychiatrists. 

How then can this be achieved without 
exaggeration in either direction? 

By observing the child with keen atten- 
tion and, as the baby reaches one stage of 
progress, by opening the door, as it were 
on the next. The invitation of the open 
door leaves it to the baby’s own discretion 
to take advantage of it as inclination and 
capacity indicate. At the same time it 
inevitably arouses a wholesome curiosits 
in the child’s mind for what lies beyond, 
which irresistibly tempts to new investiga- 
tions, to movement ahead. 

The opening of new fields to the baby 
all within certain limitations, yet each 
beyond the boundary of the last one—and 
freedom of movement are essential in the 
advancement of the growth and mental 
development of the baby. They are achieved 
through exercise and play and in the 
schedule of proficient care, as part of the 
young child’s daily life, they are as import- 
ant as sleep and food. {To be Continued} 
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RESTAURANT 
EVERY DAY IS 


SOUP DAY 
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—when you have once experienced the 
delicious flavour produced by edding a 


few drops of 2 
ye fe 


SAUCE 


THE ADDED TOUCH THAT MEANS SO MUCH 


By popular request a new small size of 
Lea & Perrins Sauce has been placed on the 
market—priced at 20c. 








There is scarcely any limit to 
the life of silverware which is 
cleaned with 


‘Goddards 


Plate Powder or Plate Polish 


In Boxes in Tins 


Sole Propnetors and Manufacturers 
J. Goddard & Sons, Ltd , Leswester 
England 








A Teaspoonful of “ Camp ” 
Coffee essence, hot water, 
milk and sugar to taste, and 
the coffee’s ready. And such 
coffee! Strong, heartening 
and full of flavour. That’s 
because “Camp” is made 
from Coffee, chicory, cane 
sugar and nothing else. 
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Bits of bacon blend their juices with the crust as it browns—adding savory richness 
to the mellow flavor of peanut butter. And under the crust . . . nestling in smooth 
cream sauce...are deliciously seasoned vegetables. A simple cream sauce—a few left- 
over vegetables—a delectable crust ...that’sall! Result? The applause of your family. 


VEGETABLE PIE with PEANUT BUTTER CRUST 


16 small white onions, 
cooked 
1 cup cooked peas 
1 cup cooked string 
beans or lima beans 
¥ teaspoon paprika 3 cooked carrots, 
3 cups milk sliced 4 in. thick 
Melt the butter and add flour; stir until well 
blended. Add seasonings. Then add the miik 
slowly, stirring constantly until mixture is 
smooth and thick. Bring to boil; boil 2 min- 
utes. Add drained vegetables. Pour into large 
baking dish. Cover with following crust: 


3 tablespoons butter 

5 tablespoons flour 

1 teaspoon salt 

4 teaspoon celery 
salt 


4 tablespoons 


1% cups flour 
peanut butter 


3 teaspoons Magic 
Baking Powder % cup milk 

1 teaspoon salt 4 strips raw bacon 
Sift dry ingredients; add peanut butter; mix 
thoroughly with fork. Add milk to make soft 
dough. Turn out on floured board; toss lightly 
until outside looks smooth. Roll out to fit bak- 
ing dish; cut slits for steam to escape; place on 
top of mixture in baking dish. Cut bacon in very 
small pieces and sprinkle over top. Bake in hot 
oven at 425° F. about 20 minutes, until bacon 
is crisp and brown. Serves 8. 


Be sure to make it with Magic Baking Powder 
—if you want a tender crust of delicious flavor 


NEW kind of crust... made with 
peanut butter for shortening and 
topped off with bits of bacon. Mellow, 
savory, delicious, it turns a few left- 
overs into a delectable and satisfying 
one-dish meal. 

Be sure to make it with Magic, the 
baking powder for which the recipe 
was planned. Then you can depend 
on a crust that’s light and tender... 
a success every time. 

Canada’s leading cookery authori- 
ties use and recommend Magic—be- 
cause it’s so dependable. You can 
always be sure of a tempting light 
texture, a delicate flavor, when you 


bake with Magic. 


The supplies you need for Vegetable Pie with Peanut 


Butter Crust are being featured at your grocer's. 


And just think! This fine baking pow- 
der is not expensive! Enough for 
one baking costs less than 1¢! Don’t 


4 


be sure of success. J 


/ 
7 
/ GILLETT 
/ PRODUCTS, 
7 Fraser Avenue 


FREE! MAGIC COOK BOOK— 


Savory meat dishes, deli- 
cious new cakes, cook- 
ies, puddings, pies! 
Dozens of tested 
recipes. Valuable 
cooking helps. 
Just mail the af 


coupon. iv 


o 
” y . 
, Name 


4 
4 


yam . 
7 Toronto 2, Ontario 


/ Dept. C-12 
vy Please send me—free— 
? the famous Magic Cook Book. 


Province 
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without dressing —but not many. Most of us would 

feel downright cheated if we didn’t find a mound of 

savory, well-seasoned stuffing beside our helping of 
goose or turkey. On the other hand, we sometimes feel 
cheated anyway; not by the lack of stuffing, but by the 
hard, crumbly mixture or soggy, unappetizing mass which 
some misguided cooks call by that name. You'd think they 
would wonder sometimes, why so much of this mixture is 
left untouched, but they seem to carry on in the same old 
way and no one has the heart to tell them where they're 
wrong. Let’s hope they read this bit. 

Bread stuffing —or dressing, if you like—is the favorite, 
in spite of the fact that no two cooks make it the same way. 
Although nobody wants to go to either of the extremes 
mentioned, there are those who like a rich, dry dressing and 
others who prefer a moister one. As for seasonings well, 
the kinds and quantities vary almost indefinitely. Sausage 
stuffing, chestnut or oyster, mushroom or celery stuffings 
are combinations of bread with one of these other foods. 
And there are loads of other combinations well worth trying 
and especially good with a particular kind of fowl, with 
certain meats or with some varieties of vegetable. 

The recipes give you directions for some of these and 
suggestions for what to serve with what. Just a few ideas, 
necessarily, because there are so many foods to stuff, from 
a suckling pig or a twenty-pound turkey down to a date or 
a candied cherry. But we'll limit ourselves, this time to 
savory combinations—-dressing with main-course foods 
and always with an eye on our 1936 Christmas dinners. 
“Well-dressed”” dinners let us hope. 


" eitnce ARE folks who serve their Christmas bird 


PLAIN BREAD STUFFING 
For Chicken, Turkey or Game 


4 Cupfuls of bread 
1¢ to 14 Cupful of butter, melted 

2 Teaspoonfuls of salt 

\, Teaspoonful of pepper 

2 Teaspoonfuls (more or less, accord- 
ing to taste) of poultry seasoning 

About 14 Cupful of moisture (water cream 

or stock) 


Use bread a day or so old and break into large crumbs or 
cut in small cubes. Add the melted butter, the salt and 
pepper and seasoning which may be a mixed poultry 
seasoning or any desired mixture of herbs (sage, savory, 
thyme, etc.). Add the moisture; varying the amount to 
make a dry or moist dressing as desired. Mix well with a 
fork. 








Dressing 


for Dinner 


by 
M. FRANCES HUCKS 


Stuffing makes or mars the 
success of the holiday bird. 
Try one of these steaming 
rich brown mixtures 


He, £. rae Rea 
MASHED POTATO ST 
Good with Goose ~*~ 


3 Cupfuls of hot, mashed potatoes 
1 Cupful of stale bread crumbs 
1 Cupful of chopped onion 
14 Cupful of melted butter 
V4 to 1 Teaspoonful of salt 
14 Teaspoonful of pepper 
1 Teaspoonful of sage 
1 to 2 Tablespoonfuls of lemon juice 
1 Teaspoonful of Worcestershire sauce 


Combine the bread crumbs with the mashed potatoes. 
Add the chopped onions to the melted butter and cook 
gently until tender. Add to the potato-bread mixture. Add 
salt to taste, pepper, sage and the lemon juice and Worces- 
tershire sauce, Mix well and stuff lightly into a goose. 

{Continued on page 80} 
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Tals 


And to think... this famous 
ALL-PURPOSE FLOUR is 


really the least expensive! 






























UT the world under tribute, Madam, for your Christ- 
mas baking! Raisins from Africa and the Antipodes 
... Nuts from France and sunny Spain. . . peels from Old 
England... spices from the Seven Seas... And Canada... ? 


Canada will provide the most vital ingredient of all — the 
finest all-purpose Flour, milled from the world’s finest wheat 
—Five Roses! : 


Five Roses Flour has been a proud partner in Christmas ' 
baking successes for generations! The most perfect dark r 


or light fruit cake ...sumptuous pudding (and the white 
sauce thereof) . . . exquisite pie-crusts and tart shells . . 


shortbreads, muffins, cookies . . . all come out of a bag of 





Five Roses Flour! 


You use less Five Roses than ordinary cake or pastry flour. 
You get more satisfaction—because of its supreme quality 
and “‘oven-tested”’ uniformity. Really you can’t afford to 
use any Flour less perfect than Five Roses for Christmas. 


Put it on your grocery list to-day! 


Try This Month's Twin Recipes ! 


You'll get othertempting 
Christmas recipes from 
the famous Five Roses 
Cook Book. To obtain it 


remit 40c. in postal note 


@N bi to Lake of the Woods 
ee é Milling Company, Ltd., 
» a Dept. C-12, P.O. Boz ; 


1419, Montreal. 





FIVE ROSES PLUM PUDDING CHRISTMAS SHORTBREADS 


% pound finely-chopped fresh suet . 

% pound (each) seeded raisins, sultanas 
ond currants 

4 pound slivered candied citron 

4 pound slivered blanched almonds Flour 

% cup sifted Five Roses Flour 

% teaspoon salt 

2 teaspoons ground cinnamon 

% teaspoon grated nutmeg 


4 pound butter 
1 cup brown sugar 
2 cups (about) sifted Five Roses 




















ream butter until very soft; gradually 
biend in sugar, beating until light after 
each addition Gradually sift and mix 










14 teaspoon leach) ground cloves, allspice ) sufficient Five Roses Flour to make . 
and ginger 3 soft dough. Turn onto baking board 
274 cups soft breadcrumbs or canvas and lightly knead in Five 
234 cups soft brown sugar Roses Flour, only until cracks appear 
4 eggs, beaten light M44 cup fruit juice on the surface of the dough. Roll 
1/3 cup currant or other jelly sho nch thick, between sheets of 
Prepare and mix suet, fruits, citron and waxed paper. Pull off upper sheet of - 
almonds. Sift Five Roses Flour with salt and woxed paper and shape dough as 
spices and add to fruit mixture. Add remain- oblongs, crescents, stars, etc. Decor- 
9 ng ingredients in order given and combine ste with red or green candied cherries 
° , mixture thoroughly. Turn into a well-greased hal ? : , 
7 : c x ; 7 whole pecans or blanched almonds, 
eu (Seller 0 of mmsesetivccare tryernmt Soe men varias omens 
greased pper. Steam over rapid!y-boiling MORPOS PLOREMOS, HIVES OF CORES 
far water, closely covered, about 4 hours. May citron of angelica, etc Bake On un- 
ty be stored in a cool, dry place for several greased pan in slow oven, 300°, until 
i months To serve, steam rapidly for | hour; delicately browned. May be stored, 
accompony by hot sweet sauce or hard sauce overed, in cool place, for some time 
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THE ALL-PURPOSE FLOUR 


em 


> 


«& 




















CHATELAINE, DECEMBER, 1936 


ODERNIZE! 







A dramatic "before and after” pair of photo- 
graphs showing what can be achieved with an 
ugly bathroom, by proper fittings and decora- 


Theme song of a 
nation since the 
Government 
made it possible 


tion. Could you believe it was the same room? 


ARE YOU one of the thousands who have 
been waiting for an opportunity to make 
your home a more comfortable place in 
which to live? Are the children growing 
up so rapidly that you’re overcrowded 
now and need extra room in the cellar, a 
modernized attic, or an extra bathroom? 
The fact that the Canadian Govern- 
ment has set aside fifty million dollars for 
a house modernization loan has aroused 
widespread interest. Prices, too, are very 
low for materials and labor. Everywhere 
now, people are asking, ‘“‘What can I do to 
my house under these provisions?” 
Broadly speaking, the act provides for 
modernization plans and improvements 
which the average landlord considers per- 
manent; what he, and not the tenant, 
would be expected to install in a house. 
Anything that would normally be left 
behind when the house is sold or rented, 
could be financed under these loans. 
Taking a look at your house, what could 
you borrow money for? Let’s begin with 
the basement. At worst, it’s an eyesore, at 
best usually a strictly utilitarian room. 
You haven't done any living there, prob- 
ably, beyond the hours spent in struggles 
with an old furnace, or laundering in the 
ill-lighted dampness. Now you can put in 
new floors, add a playroom for the child- 
ren, or provide an office or den for your- 
self. Or how about an entirely new fur- 
nace, or a heating unit or air-conditioning 
equipment? What about new wiring and 
some new laundry tubs? Finally, if there 
isn’t any basement or cellar under the 
house at present, you can provide it out of 
the borrowed money. 
Walk up a flight to the ground floor. 
This is where you probably feel there is 
greatest room for expansion and improve- 


ment. The l.uusewife would like a complete 
new kitchen with built-in cupboards, new 
sink, better lighting, perhaps a new win- 
dow or door. Papering and other decora- 
ting jobs are included, and new floors or 
a new wing to the house, or a remade 
verandah could be added. 

The upstairs is waiting for a thorough 
renovation. 

Decorating, new rooms, a sleeping porch 
for those hot nights, a new or remodelled 
bathroom are all within the terms of the 
act. Where there are no plumbing facili- 
ties, you can get a complete installation, 
including pumps to supply the water, all 
plumbing and sewage disposal plants. 

Up topside, in the attic, a new room can 
be produced from the old house like a 
rabbit out of the magician’s hat. This 
may make a new window or two through 
the roof desirable, or the cutting of a 
gable. Possibly a stairway will be neces- 
sary. 

It will now be possible to take advan- 
tage of the great strides taken in insula- 
tion. The attic alone or the whole house 
can be insulated. And your annual saving 
in fuel bills is estimated as up to 40 per 
cent. So that although the new loan 
doesn’t actually allow for the purchase of 
coal, it indirectly cuts coal bills almost in 
half. 

As to the outside of the house. The 
loans may be used for painting, shingling 
or for repairing. Added verandahs and 
sleeping porches are within sight. That 
stucco job or brick veneering of the old 
frame house that you had thought of can 
be done. 

The plans of the Government may mean 
a new lease on life for your house and a new 
adventure in modern living for you. 





Agnes MacPhail likes Fresh Dressed Lake Trout 


EVERYONE in Canada knows Miss 
Agnes Macphail, first woman to become 
a member of the Dominion Parliament. 
You think of her as busy with affairs of 
state and so she is. But you may not have 
known of her interest in things culinary, 
and just to prove it, we give you here her 
favorite recipe for fish a lake trout, 
stuffed and baked in a way you'll want to 
try. You'll agree with Miss Macphail that 
Canadian fish is grand food for Canadians. 


Canadian Baked Dressed Trout 

Put fresh trout of four or five pounds in 
salt and water for one hour. Wash well and 
dry with a cloth. Remove backbone. 

Make a dressing of two slices of stale 
bread crumbs and eight soda biscuits 
rolled, mixed with one-half cup melted 
butter, one onion chopped fine and salt. 

Dress, drench with melted butter, and 
bake for one and one-half hours in 
covered roaster, basting often. 








What woman wouldn’t welcome such a gift! 


ITHER all by itself, or with 

a grand plummy fruit cake 
packed right in it*—This double 
duty Pyrex Casserole is a gift to 
dream of —and to ask for! The Cas- 
serole, with the specially designed 
top that serves separately as a pie 





Pyrex ware is available individually or in care- 
fully chosen gift sets. Price these pieces at 
our dealer’s. You_may be surprised to learn 
hat you can get a Pyrex pie plate, for example, 
for as little as 25c. 





The latest miracle in glassware—the new Pyrex 
Flameware, for top of stove. All the advan- 
tages of Pyrex Ovenware in three handy dishes 
that cook directly over flame. Can’t absorb 
food odours. Easy to clean. Inexpensive to buy. 
Remove the detachable chrome handle, and 
they are handsome enough to bring to the table. 


plate, will give years of useful service 
—make cooking easier... quicker! 

Baking in Pyrex Ovenware is 
pure joy. Food tastes better — none 
of the savoury juices are lost. For 
these handsomedishescomestraight 
from the oven to your table. 

You save on fuel, too! Laboratory 
tests show that Pyrex ware cooks 
on an average with 20% less heat. 
And dish washing is greatly re- 
duced. You bake, serve and store 
food in the same glass dish. Try it 
now—you’ll, like it. 


*In many Canadian cities you can get @ 
delicious fruit cake already packed in a 
Pyrex Casserole from a local baker. If not 
get just the Pyrex Casserole and, for that 
added touch, bake the cake yourself. 
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REX trademarks 


“PYREX” is a trade-mark and indicates 
manufacture by Corning Glass Works, 
Corning, N.Y., U.S.A. 


PYREX Ovenware 
PYREX Flameware 


Sole importers and distributors in Canada 


THE JOHN A. HUSTON CO. LIMITED 
‘TORONTO, CANADA 

















Send for Mrs. Knox’s valu- 
able recipe book which is 
filled not only with pie and 
candy ideas for the Holidays 
—but scores and scores of salad \ 
and dessert recipes for the whole 
year. It is FREE! If you will just 
mail the coupon. 


KNOX 


GELATINE 


Fe 8 ee SESE BEE EEO EEE BHM ‘eee 
KNOX GELATINE, Dept.C., Q™=te-* 
140 St. Paul St. W., Montreal. ‘Sienkte Tent 
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"GIVE ME A 
PIE THATS 
DIFFERENT 





This is a man’s pie 
which any woman can 
make —and which she 
and the children will 
like every bit as much 
as father himself. It’s made with Knox 
Sparkling Gelatine—the plain gelatine 
which has been “quality standard” for 
almost 50 years, and which combines 
perfectly with every food. A package 
makes 4 different dishes, 6 servings each. 





TROPICAL PIE 


(One 9-inch bie—uses only 4 package) 
1 envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine 
1/, cup cold water 1/, cup sugar 
1 cup very strong hot coffee 
1 tablespoonful cocoa 
1 cup dates, sliced 
Y/, teaspoonful vanilla 
1 tablespoonful lemon juice 
2 egg whites, beaten stiff and dry 


Pour cold water in bowl and sprinkle gela- 
tine on top of water. Add sugar, salt, cocoa, 
hot coffee and lemon juice and stir until dis- 


solved. Cool, and when it begins to stiffen, | 


add dates and nuts. Add vanilla and fold in 


the stiffly beaten egg whites. Pour into previ- | 


ously baked pie shell and chill. Serve topped 
with whipped cream, if desired. 


SPECIAL 
HOLIDAY, 
RECIPES 
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Please send me FREE Mrs. Knox’s book, 
“Desserts, Salads, Candies and Frozen Dishes’’. 


Name... oe EAS 





Address 
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Vf teaspoonful salt | 
V/, cup walnuts, chopped | 
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Christmas Ham pers 


Timely suggestions to solve your present problems 


by ISABEL FORWARD 


For Chatelaine Institute 


ALL PEOPLE have to eat. In fact, it’s 
their favorite occupation. So, for Christ- 
mas, just pick out the right type of ham- 
per, decide how much you can spend and 
fill it full of staples or luxuries in the food 
line—and what better gift could you have? 

Here are some suggestions which will 
help to solve the gift problem and with no 
more exertion than a few minutes in a 
grocery store or for a telephone order. 
Pack your selection of eatables into a 
hamper, a new clothesbasket, garbage pail, 
dishpan, whatever you please, top it off 
with a sprig of holly and a huge Cello- 
phane bow. Then deliver it with your best 
smile and a “Merry Christmas.” 


A Hamper for an Old Couple 


Don’t fuss about Grandma’s and Grand- 
pa’s Christmas box. Old people like things 
to eat—and what could be better than a 
lot of tasty packages suited to their teeth 
and digestion? Here is an appropriate list 
to start on, even though you change about 
a bit according to special likes and dislikes, 

1 Box of salted nuts 

2 Cans of soup 

1 Jar of beef extract 

1 Jar of sweet gherkins 

1 Box of after-dinner mints 

1 Package of prepared cus- 
tard powder 

1 Bar of maple sugar 

1 Jar of candied ginger 

1 Jar of olives 


The above list costs approximately two 
dollars, but if you have another dollar to 
spare, you might add the following, 

1 Package of cereal 
1 Can of fruit 

1 Can of fish 

1 Jar of horseradish 
1 Can of fruit juice 


Or, if you’re sending a four-dollar gift, 
add the next two items, 
1 Tin of chocolate-flavored 
beverage 
2 Boxes of fancy biscuits 


For five dollars you can send the com- 
plete list of foods, including the next four, 
14 Pound of tea 
1 Tin of corn syrup 
1 Jar of oysters 
¥% Dozen oranges 


These prices don’t include the hamper, 
wrappings or ribbons—you can go as far 
as you like with those. 


A Hamper for a Young Businessman 
Anybody’ll tell you that the way toa 
man’s heart is through his stomach. So if 
you’re setting your cap for that fascina- 
ting man who lives “in rooms” or in a tiny 
apartment, here’s the gift that will make 
him sit up and take notice. Fill it with 
good he-man food and hearty flavor. And 
who knows what will happen before next 
Christmas! 
1 Bottle of ginger ale 
1 Bottle of grape juice 
1 Large bar of sweetened 
chocolate 
1 Package of pretzels 
1 Package of Roquefort- 
flavored cheese 
1 Package of crisp, savory 
biscuits 
1 Tin of corned beef 


Two dollars will purchase the foregoing. 
An additional dollar will add the following 
to these, 

1 Can of soup 
2 Cans of tomato juice 
1 Can of sausages 

Dill pickles 

Mustard 


Four dollars will mean six more parcels, 
which are listed below, 
2 Cans of sardines 
1 More bottle of ginger ale 
1 Jar of honey 
2 More tins of soup 
1 Tin of spaghetti 
1 Tin of pork and beans 


Five dollars will purchase all the items 
in this list, including the three below, 
1 Tin of bouillon cubes 
1 Can of lobster 
50 Cigarettes 


A Hamper for a Young Married Couple 


Love’s all right in its way, but it won’t 
do to live on entirely, as every bride and 
groom have found out. Lucky the young 
couple whose friends are understanding folk 
and, under the guise of Old Man Santa 
Claus, send them a hamper like this. The 
young chatelaine will take more pleasure 
in these things for her pantry shelf than in 
some darn thing she didn’t want anyway. 


2 Packages of jelly powder 

1 Package of cake flour 

1 Tin of baking powder 

1 Pound of shortening 

1 Bottle of flavoring 

1 Package of prepared biscuit 
mixture 

1 Package of pancake flour 

1 Jar of maple syrup 

1 Package of baking soda 


At a cost of approximately two dollars, 
you may purchase the above list. For 
another dollar you can add the following 
items to your gift, 

1 Package of cheese wafers 

1 Package of prepared cereal 

1 Package of uncooked cereal 

1 Can of fish 
1 Jar of jam * 

Four dollars will include the following 

five items, as well as all those above, 
1 Can of fruit 
1 Can of vegetables 
1 Pound of coffee 
1 Bottle of catsup or other 
sauce 
1 Tin of fruit juice 

Another dollar or so will add this import- 

ant item to your gift, 


1 Canned ham (small size) 


A Hamper for a Business Girl 


Independent young moderns living by 
themselves, entertaining in their gay, 
careless way, would hail you as a fairy 
godmother, if you dropped this hamper 
at their door Christmas morning. Give 
them things they can attack with a can- 
opener and spread before their guests at 
half a minute’s notice. And the “‘makin’s” 
of a grand meal even when they do happen 
to eat aione, occasionally. 


Hamper for a Business Girl 


2 Cans of soup 

1 Can of chicken 

1 Can of fruits for salad 
1 Jar of peanut butter 

1 Jar of sandwich spread 
1 Jar of mayonnaise 

1 Can of ripe olives 

1 Bottle of ginger ale 

1 Package of table raisins 


It wjll cost you two dollars—the above 
list. If you want to spend one more, 
include the next few packages, 

1 Box of graham wafers 
1 Jar of sweet pickles 
1 Box of chocolates 


For four dollars, you can have the fol- 
lowing as well, 

1 Jar of jelly 

1 Can of evaporated or con- 
densed milk 

2 More cans of soup 

1 Package of fancy cream 
cheese 

1 Can of cocoa 


And for five dollars you can have the 
works, All items above and the two below. 
1 Tin of instant coffee 
1 Dozen apples 


A Hamper for a Convalescing Friend 


While the happy, friendly atmosphere of 
the season is one of the world’s best tonics, 
Christmas food is sometimes upsetting to 
the invalid. Here you have a list of foods 
that should tickle his fancy and help fill 
up the empty spots without filling the 
doctor’s pocketbook, too. 


1 Bottle of ginger ale 

1 Bottle of lime juice 

1 Tin of chocolate-flavored 
food beverage 

2 Cans of soup 

1 Package of Junket 

1 Box of vegetable candies 

3 Grapefruit 


The above assortment makes a gift for 
approximately two dollars. But if you 
want a more generous one, add the next 
four items and bring it to around three 
dollars. 

1 Bottle of grape juice 

1 Jar of jelly 
Assorted fancy cakes (1 box) 
Fresh grapes 


And for another dollar you can buy the 
following three to round out a four-dollar 
hamper, 

1 Tin of caffeine-free coffee 
1 Package of mints 
1 Package of table figs 


CHATELAINE, DECEMBER, 1936 













































». 









eye 


CHATELAINE, DECEMBER, 1936 


VG OL Vp pO Ee 


DID 


that... High 
Morgan of England, 
apothecary to Queen 
Elizabeth, thought 
vanilla had healing 
properttes. 


yf 


that... thevanilla 
bean is not a real 
bean at all. It is a 
pod filled with tiny 
seeds out of a beauti- 
ful fragrant reddish 
brown and white 


or hid. 


that... Shirriff’s true extract made from 
specially selected vanilla beans gives a cake or 
custard a flavour noticeably finer and richer 
than artificial vanillas— which ave of course 
made from coal 
tar products. 


that ... One 
bottle of Shirri 
True Vanilla 
flavours 25 cakes. 


Vita-Weat 


THE 
ENGLISH CRISPBREAD 





Vita-Weat is made from whole wheat 
grown within the Empire. Try this 
delicious Vita-Weat Crispbread instead 
of toast or bread —it contains all the 
vitamins, mineral salts and roughage 
of whole wheat. 


PEEK FREAN 


& COMPANY, LIMITED, 
LONDON, ENGLAND 


“MAKERS 


famous BISCUITS” 
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For another tailored alternative, pile 
Christmas tree globes of gold and silver 
into a great mound around a low candle 
holder; you'll need a little glue or putty to 
hold them in place. Outline the whole 
thing with a wreath of holly or a fluted 
crépe paper frill then place your tall taper 
securely and light at nightfall, if there’s no 
danger of curtains floating into the flame. 

If you need all the iridescent balls in the 
house to trim the tree, make your window 
grouping of silvered pine cones and use 
little branches for the surrounding green- 
ery. For an unusual bit of decoration on 
high, drape Cellophane in graceful swags 
to form a valance, letting the ends fall free 
and catching at the corners with holly 
sprays. 

Doorway: lend themselves to seasonal 
embellishment. They may be very gay in 
green or scarlet, hung with wreaths, 
festooned with cedar, or trimmed with 
sprays or huge poinsettias—so long as they 





The Family Counsellor 


Continued trom page 45] 





Answer. Your married life is based on 
a very sound foundation. Within your 
budget vou have provided for all the neces- 
sities of life and | believe that when it 
comes to the actual amounts of it, you are 
in a better position to judge the distribu- 
tion than I might be. 

There are, however, a couple of points 
1 would like especially to ask you about. 
First of all, what type of insurance are you 
carrying? Is it an endowment type which 
you are going to benefit by later on? If so 
it would appear that your savings are 
being looked after there. 

I believe that you would be wise in 
keeping at least two bank accounts. In 
one I would divide the monthly income or 
weekly income as it comes, set aside for 
doctor, dentist, etc., insurance and rent. 
I would deposit the amount regularly so 
that when the bills come, there is no ques- 
tion as to whether they are allotted for or 
not. 


Should Out-of-Work Accept Sister's Help? 


Dear Counsellor. During a lengthy 
out-of-work period my sister has very 
kindly taken me into her home and offered 
to see me over. I was able to do consider- 
able work to help her at first, but this is 
completed, and I feel very keenly that | 
am quite a responsibility. Shall I clear out, 
or shall I accept her hospitality until 
something turns up?—J. O., Vancouver’ 
B.C 


Answer. You are fortunate indeed to 
have a sister who is willing to stand by you 
in the time of your adversity. There are 
plenty of ways in which you can help 
around the house until an opening comes. 

Do not make the foolish mistake of 
leaving your sister’s home until you have 
some definite work to go to. Do not go 
around looking discouraged and cause 
those around you unnecessary worry. It 
is a comfort to your sister to feel that she 
can help you. Show your appreciation by 
your conduct around the house and do not 
make the mistake of being a wet blanket 
just because you are a victim of circum- 
stances over which you have no control. 


follow the general theme and add to the | 


festive effect. 

The mantel is a grand place for massed 
decoration. A swag of greenery inter- 
spersed with pine cones and needles across 
the chimney breast, a great cluster of real 
holly on the ledge, flanked by tall candles 
in their titivated holders. That’s one idea 
and here’s another: hang a fringe of icicles 

made by threading rows of Cellophane 
straws—along the edge of the shelf. On 
top place snowballs of cotton wool wrapped 
with clear Cellophane and tied with a big 
red bow. Fill in the spaces with balsam 
boughs and a cleverly concealed string of 
lights. Or trim the mantel ledge with 
winter fruits in all their glory, banking 
them up with holly between. If you like, 
let the fruit spill from two cardboard, star- 


besprinkled or ribbon-bound horns of 
plenty, meeting in the centre of the 
mantel. 


Trimming the tree is the grand climax of 
Christmas preparations. Each year the 
shops show new trappings and ingenious 
folk devise new ways of dealing with them. 
Encircling wire hoops—home-made—hung 
with tinsel foil are not too hard to manage 
and very showy—a lot for the money. 
Silver pendants sparkle gaily, rosettes of 
sippers glisten in the light, with strings of 
beads, ropes of tinsel and loops of gauze. 


The thing to do is to put your back against 
the wall and you will win. 


What Price Divorce? 

Dear Counsellor. As you will readily 
understand I cannot sign my name to this 
—it will nevertheless be greatly appre- 
ciated if you can help us with our problem: 

We have been married seven years, have 
a little boy four. From the first week we 
have been unhappy. We thought the 
situation would be improved if we had a 
baby, but it is so much worse that we 
would both give anything to be free. 

Divorce in Canada seems almost out of 
the question, but we have recently won- 
dered if we are legally married, though 
never suggested it to outsiders, of course. 
Neither of us has any other attachments, 
just a desire to make it a clean break. 

I the wife—-was under age at the time 
of our marriage. I was housekeeping for 
my people and living with them, but re- 
ceiving the wages they had been paying 
the housekeeper. Previous to this I had 
been working elsewhere and living with 
my people. 

Neither of my parents was present at the 
time of our wedding and I swore that I was 
independent of my folks and not living in 
my father’s home. 

Does this mean that our marriage can be 
annulled, and does this make our child 
illegitimate? 

I would appreciate it if you could give 
us this information promptly, as our life 
together is becoming unbearable.—M.R., 
Calgary, Alberta 

Answer-—Surely you are not serious in 
your desire to separate and deprive your 
four-year-old child of the home he is 
entitled to. Seven years is a short time in 
married life and you really have not got to 
know each other yet. If you have the 
stability to continue to work together for 
a while, in a short time you will begin to 
appreciate each other. You are legally 
married and you cannot hide behind the 
law, your parents having consented to 
your marriage. 

What is the trouble? Why at the end of 
one week of married life should you have 
discovered that you were not happy? Sup- 
pose you break up your home, what plans 
have you for your future; where are you 
going to get happiness? Have you thought 
of that? Your child is a blessing to you 
which you apparently have not appre- 
ciated. 

Sit down and talk this thing over with 
your husband. Iron out your imaginary 
difficulties and tackle your married life 
seriously as apparently neither you nor 
your husband has yet done. 


she bakes a perfect success, Complete with recipe file 
| 
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4 sure ways 
TO PLEASE 


the queen of the range 
at Christmas 





WHETHER it’s mother or 
dark-skinned Belinda who 
rules the range at your 
house, make her cooking 
job easier with these Taylor 


Cooking Thermometers and she'll thank 
you the whole year through. Go to your 
dealer first. If he cannot supply you, write 
direct to Taylor Instrument Companies, 
{ 


of Canada Limited, 110-112 Church St., 
Toronto, Ont. 





1—OVEN THERMOMETER will make every cake 


and cards. $2,50. 
2—CANDY AND JELLY THERMOMETER docs 


away with preserving failures, makes candy smooth 
and creamy. Spring clip on handle. $2.50, 


3—DEEP FAT THERMOMETER makes sure the 
fat is just right for crisp, fast frying. Spring clip on 
handle. $2.50, 


4—ROAST MEAT THERMOMETER signals when 


meat is rare, medium or well dune, Easy to read and to 
use. $2. 





CHRISTMAS HINT FOR 
THE REST OF THE FAMILY 
Help prevent Check 
temperature of the house with this 
Vogue Indoor Thermometer. Blue 
Glass dial, chrome trimming, 


$2.50. 


colds. 





Taylor 


THIS TAG is Taylor’s 5-year guare 
antee of tested accuracy. Look 
GUARANTEE for it. 

OF TESTED ee 


) accuracy EVERY TAYLOR INSTRUMENT 
BEARS THE TAYLOR NAME, 





INSTRUMENTS 


IN INDUSTRY, other types for indicating, recording and 
| controlling temperature, pressure and humidity. 


| 
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_OF THE 
2, MONTH 


XX « 





BREAKFAST LUNCHEON or SUPPER 
1 Pineapple Juice Scotch Broth 
Cereal Head Lettuce 
Toast Marmalade Roquefort Cheese Dressing 
Coffee Tea Wattles Maple Syrup 
Tea Cocoa 


UL Sate ermeaas —_—_—— CO 


Bananas Cream of Salmon Soup 
Cereal Waldorf Salad 
Melba Toast Honey Sweet Rolls 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 


=| —__—_ 








Sliced Oranges Creamed Asparagus 
Ham Omelet on Toast 
Toast Jam Butter Tarts 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
4 
Stewed Prunes Veonaete Chowder 
Cereal lan: gh 
Vanilla Ice Cream 
Toast ad Date Bread 
Cotiee ea Tea Cocoa 
Ss Sausages 
Grapes Baked Sweet Potatoes 
Cereal and Marshmallows 
Toast Marmalade Stewed Pears with 
Coffee Tea Orange Slices 
Tea Cocoa 
(Sunday) Jellied Grape Salad 
Raw Apples Hot Cheese and 
French Tomato Biscuits 
with Syrup Chocolate Cake 
fee Tea Tea Cocoa 
ge rien 
Cereal with 
Cho > pl Cream of Celery Soup 
acon Peach and Commend Nut Salad 
Toast Jam Cheese Sticks 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
z a 
Chilled ne “fruit Creamed Chipped Beef 
Poached Eyys on Toast 
: on Toast Pumpkin Tarts 
Coflee Tea Tea Cocoa 
‘ “ait 5 iccatigeaiialis 
Orange See ESactene Baked Stuffed Onions 
Bacon i | Grated Carrot and —_ Salad 
Toast Peach Jam | Chocolate easiness Pudding 
Coffee Tea | Tea Cocoa 
| 
10 ED gone 
Stewed Figs Cheese and Tomato Sandwiches | 
Milk Toast Apple Sauce 
Toast Marmalade | Sponge Cake 
Coffee Tea | Tea Cocoa 


Creamed Lima Beans 
and Pimiento on Toast 








DINNER 


Liver Hash 
Mashed Potatoes 

| Buttered Beets 
Butterscotch Upside-down Cake 
Coffee Tea 





Roast Leg of Lamb 
Potatoes Baked Squash 
Mint Sauce 
Carrot Pie (See Nov. Chat 
Coffee Tea 


_ i oleae n 











Sponge Cake 
Toasted Rolls Honey | from hureday) 
Coffee Tea | with Whipped Cream and Jelly 
| Tea Cocoa 
12 sc Coe 
Grapefruit and Lemon Juice | Seid Nish Salad 
Tez 
: Raisin Muffins a and —— 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocos 
= (Sund: | 
1 re Scalloped Oysters 
Fried Tomatoes Sweet Gherkins 


Buckwheat Pancakes 


I Fruit Cup 
Maple Syrup 
ee 


Salted Nuts 
ea Tea Cocoa 


4 











Sliced Bananas Chicken and Pineapple Salad 
Cereal Buttered Scones 
Toast Conserve Currant Jelly Roll 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
15 
Cereal with Vegetable Soup 
ins Bread Sticks 
Bacon Eggs Baked Bananas 
Toast Jam Lemon Sauce 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
16 j 
Orange Juice Baked Bean Sandwich 
Cereal Lettuce Sandwiches 
Bran Muffins Canned Plums 
Grape Jelly Raisin Bread 
lee Tea Tea Cocoa 


Curried Lamb 
| Riced Potatoes String Beans 
Lemon Snow 
Cotiee Tea 





Haddock Croquettes 
French Fried Potatoes 
Carrots 
Baked Apples 


Coffee Tea 


Chili Con Carne 
Buttered Rice Parsnips 
Baked Cranberry Pudding 

Coffee Tea 


Baked Ham 


Mashed Potatoes Peas 
Pineapple Bavarian Cream 
Cottee Tea 





Swiss Steak 
Boiled Potatoes 
Sauerkraut 
Deep Apple Pie 
Cotfee ‘ea 


Cold Ham (from Sunday) 
Potato Patties Spinach 
Rice and Raisin Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


WD 


Roavi Beef 
Franconia Potatoes 
Mashed Buttered Turnip 
Frozen Apricots 
Cotfee Tea 





Mushroom Soup 
Shepherd's Pie 
Mashed Potatoes Cabbage 
| Canned Raspberries 
Gingersnaps 
ee ea 





Baked Stuffed Whitetish 
Potato Puffs Green Beans 
Cocoanut Lemon Bread 
Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Casserole of Rice, 
Tomato and Bacon 


Peas Baked Squash 
Cup Cakes Butterscotch Sauce 
Cotfee Tea 





Roast Chicken 
Mashed Potatoes Beets 
Celery Curls 
Lemon Meringue Pie 
Coffee Tea 
Consommé 
Vegetable Plate) 
Brussels Sprouts 
Potato Cones with Cheese Sauce 
Diced Carrots 
Apple Dumplings 
Coffee Cone Sauce Tea 


Baked Pork and Beans 
ea d Potatoes 
| eee Tomatoes 
c ottage Pudding Jelly 
hipped Cream 
| Coffee Tea 


; 








Stuffed Tenderloin 
Mashed Potatoes Corn 
Boston Cream Pie 
Coffee Tea 


17 BREAKFAST 
Corn Fritters 


Grapefruit and Bacon Curls 


LUNCHEON or SUPPE 


R DINNER 
Lamb Chops 
Boiled Potatoes 


Cereal Brown Rolls Creamed Celery 
Smoked Herring Blanc Mange with Canned Pineapple Ice Cream 
Toast Marmalade Plums (from Wednesday Cookies 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa _Cottee re a 
18 7 
Cream of Onion Soup Oven-fried Lake Trout 
Baked Prunes Beet Salad Lemon Sections 
7 Cereal | Raisin Bread Riced Potatoes 
Toasted Rolls Jam | Peanut Butter Canned ene 
Coffee Tea | Tea Cocoa | Apple Crisp 
j | Coffee Tea 
19 
’ Sheed Corned Beef 
Tomato Juice Head Lettuce Sections Pot Roast of Beef 
Cereal Omelet Rice Pudding Parsley Potatoes Carrots 
Toast Conserve Whipped Orange Jelly 


Maple attr. 


Coffee Tea lea ‘ocoa 


20 (Sunday) 
Sliced Bananas Apple and Grape Salad 
Cereal Stuffed Celery 
Fried Ham Nut Bread 








Toast Marmalade Cream Puffs 
Coffee Tea Tea Coc 
21 
Orange Halves Individual Meat Pies 
Cereal Chinese Cabbage Salad 
Poached Egg Caramel Junket 
Toast Nut Bread 
Cotfee Tea Tea Cocoa 
= Pepper Pot Soup 
Cereal with Dates Cold Salmon Loaf 
Bacon with Lettuce 
Toast Jam Tartar Dressing 
Coftec Tea Stewed Apricots 
lea Cocoa 
23 
Sausages 
Stewed Apricots Fried Apples 
Cereal Canned Blueberries 
Muffins Honey Drop Cookies 
Coffee Tea lea Cocoa 
24 
. Spinach Souttlé 
Orange Juice Hot Pimient» Sauce 
Cereal ; Melba Toast 
Poast Jelly Jelhed Prunes 
Cotter lea lea Cocoa 
25 


‘Christmas Day) Consommeé 
ae Juice 
Griddle Cakes 
Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea Tea 


Butterscotch Rolls 
Fruit Cake 
Cocoa 





Apples Cooked in Syrup Cream of Potato Soup 





Salted Wafers 
Fruit Salad 
Cinnamon Toast 
Tea Cocoa 


Prunes Stuffed with Orange 
Codfish Cakes 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 


Cereal Hearts of Lettuce 
Toast Conserve Celery Dressing 
Coffee Tea junket with Chopped Nuts 
Tea Cocoa 
ssorted Sandwiches 
_ (Sunday) Celery Curls 
Fried Ham and Pineapple Vanilla . Cream 
Toast Jam Chocolate Cake 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
aeieiae 
Dried Figs Cheese Fondue 
Cereal Hot Tea Biscuits 
Sardines on Toast Apple Sauce 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
- | Shredded Cabbage 
Orange Halves in Tomato Jelly 
; Cereal | Parker House Rolls 
Poast Marmalade Jam Tartlets 
Cotte a Tea Cocoa 
a. ne ie aera 
Raw Apples Bacon and Eggs 
Cereal on Toast 
Cornmeal Muflins Baked Figs 
Syrup Raisin Bread 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
rs a a 
Cream of Lentil Soup 
| 
' 
| 


Orange and Grapefruit Salad 





Coflee Tea 


Tomato Bouillon 
Breaded Veal Cutlets 
Baked Sweet Potatoes 

Fried Egg Plant 
Hot dines hlone Pie 
Coffee Tea 

Salmon Loaf 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Baked Parsnips 
Carrot Pudding 
Lemon Sauce 
Cotlee Tea 


Grilled Kidney 
Potatoes Fluffy Turnips 
Angel Cake with 
Whipped Cream 
Cotfee Tea 


Macaroni, Tomatoes and Cheese 
Green Beans 
Buttered Marrow 
Coffee Spanish Cream 
Coffee Tea 


Lamb Stew 
Dumplings Mint Jelly 
Creamed Potatoes 

Boiled Onions 
Gingerbread Hard Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Cranbe arry “Cocktail ~ 
Roast Goose Crab Apple Jelly 
Mashed Potato Fluff Peas 
Cauliflower with Cheese Sauce 
Plum Pudding 
Spiced Hard Sauce 
Cottee Salted Nuts Tea 
Steamed Finnan Haddie 
Steamed Rice Diced Beets 
Canned Peaches 
Short breads 
Cotfee Tea 


Noodle Soup 
Cold Goose 
Mashed Sweet Potatoes 
Lima Beans Relish 
Fruit Jelly 
with Whipped Cream 
_ Coffee Tea 


Scalloped Liver, Bacon and 
Tomatoes 


Baked Potatoes Broccoli 
Pumpkin Pie 
Coffee Tea 





Oxtail Sou 
Roast Bee 
Browned Potatoes 
Baked Squash 
Tapioca Pudding with Jelly 
Coffee Tea 





Parsley Sauce 
Potatoes larvard Beets 
Lemon Cream Pudding 
Macaroons 
Coffee Tea 


| 
| 
Baked Codfish 


Shepherd's Pie 
Horseradish Sauce 
Spinach 
Fried Tomatoes 
Cranberry Shortcake 
Coffee Tea 





The Meals of the Month as compiled by M. Frances 
Hucks are a regular feature of Chatelaine each month. 
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Moderns in the Making 


(Continued from page 37} 





C. Making a circular hem. Machine 
basting thread is drawn up to control 
fullness and to allow even adjustment. 
Raw edges are picoted or turned in. Fin- 
ished edge is to be first pinned, basted, then 
slipstitched’ to place. Where a skirt is 
very circular it is advisable to cut a facing 
the same shape as bottom of skirt and face. 
For a short figure, cut off at hemline to 
reduce width a little; for tall figure, add at 
hemline— it will add to width and will not 
spoil original hang of the skirt. 

D. Making decorative bias folds (French 
folds). Bias folds as trimming may be 
applied by cutting bias pieces one-half 
inch in width, placing inside scroll of 
binder and stitching to garment. A line 
made by basting or with chalk or 
pencil may be used as a guide in applying 
rows when wanted. 








715 712 725 


No. 714. Sizes, 32, 34 , 36, 38, 40 and 
42. Size 34 requires 23, yards of 39-inch 
material for evening- te ngth slip. 

No. 717. Sizes, 32, 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 
44. Size 34 requires 85g yards of 39-inch 
material with nap for dress and jacket. 

No. 716. Sizes, 32, 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44, 
16 and 48. Size 34 requires 3! yards of 
39-inch material without nap for sleeveless 
dress, and 35¢ vards of 39-inch material 
for jacket with gathered sleeves. 

No. 702. Sizes, 32, 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 
and 46. Size 34 requires 53, yards of 
39-inch material with nap for wrap with 
plain sleeves, and *, yard of 35-inch or 
wider fur for collar. The single-breasted, 
street-length coat with leg o’mutton 
sleeves in size 34 requires 334 yards of 
39-inch material with nap. 

No. 707. Sizes, 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 
46. Size 34 requires 4 yards of 54-inch 


Colorful green 


E. Finishing the Square Cut neckline. 
Cut a true bias strip as wide as desired for 
the trimming band, plus allowance for 
two seams. Put the dress on, and begin 
at one corner of front neck opening, putting 
the half way point of the band at this 
corner. Pin at a becoming depth across 
the front; mitre the corner. Bring the 
band over the shoulder and mitre the cor- 
ners accurately. The band should be 
higher up in the back than in the front. 
Usually in fitting, the band that extends 
across the back is made longer than that 
which extends across the front. Smooth 
the point perfectly on the figure. Adjust 
the corners so that they are true and in 
harmony with each other, and pin the band 
securely. When the dress is removed 
measure the mitred one with the other and 
be sure that they are perfectly straight. 
Stitch them, keeping the band still pinned 
to the dress—this to be sure of mitred 
corners. Remove the band; clip and press 
the corner seams. Place right side of band 
to wrong side of dress and stitch to posi- 
tion. Notch each corner and turn it to the 
right side and down. Stretch to place, 
keeping a true line, and turn corners 
squarely, 


702 707 706 


CHATELAINE PATTERNS 


ALL ONE PRICE 
15 CENTS 


material for skirt and 34-iength coat with 
darted sleeve and 2 yards of 39-inch lining. 

No. 706. Sizes, 6, 8, 10, 12 and 14. Size 
6 requires 1 yard of 39-inch material for 
short-sleeved jacket, 1 yard for the skirt 
and 13, yards for the blouse with short 
sleeves. 

No. 708. Sizes, 32, 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 
14. Size 34 requires 33 yards of 54-inch 
material with nap for skirt and jacket, and 
134 yards of 39-inch lining. 

No. 715. Sizes, 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 42. 
Size 34 requires 37, vards of 39-inch mater- 
ial and 14 yard of 36-inch contrasting. 

No. 712. Sizes, 8, 10, 12 and 14. Size 
14 requires 2!¢ yards of 39-inch material 
for separate, collarless, long-sleeved blouse 
and 17¢ yards of 35-, 39- or 54-inch mater- 
ial for skirt. 

No. 721. Sizes, 32, 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 
44. Size 34 requires 454 yards of 39-inch 
material for long-sleeved dress. 


and red Christmas seals that add 


cheer to gift parcels, have been prepared by the 
Canadian Tuberculosis Association this year for 


their annual Christmas 


Under the 


campaign. 


patronage of Their Excellencies the Governor 
General and Lady Tweedsmuir, the campaign 
gives citizens an opportunity to assist in the fight 


against the great white scourge. With constant 
research work and support on the part of the 


public, it is confidently 


hoped that the next 


century will look back upon tuberculosis with 
much the same feeling as we today regard the 


Black Death. 





EFRESHED / 


WHEN HE GETS HOME, 
ALL FAGGED OUT..... 


HE NEEDS -@%x0 


“LOE. 
...A CUBE TO A CUP 
~ JUST ADD HOT WATER 
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€ GENEROUS with the ne GRAVY 


Gravy is so rich and so nourishing when 
it’s Symington’s Granulated Gravy. And 
there’s no need to be sparing with it either. 
To add to the goodness and flavour of 
roast meats, chops, sausages, meat pies, etc. 
f Symington’s is made in a moment. 


SYMINGTON'S 
Granulated GRAVY 


Distributors: 
W. G. PATRICK & CO., LTD., 

<1/53, Wellington Street, W. ‘Toronto. 

Also at Winnipeg and Vancouver. 















WwW. SYMINGTON & CO, LTD., 
Market Harborough, Englaod 
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The Deauville 
' design, Communi: 
Plate-a fine exa 
Of the modern tr in 
silverware. Silvo is recom- 
mended by the Community 


makers to keep silverware lovely. 


Brings Out 


Silver's Beauty 


You are rightly proud of 
your lovely silver, and you 
can enjoy it every day if 
you guard its glowing 
beauty with Silvo. 

Quick and gentle in action, 
Silvo enhances the beauty 
that makes your silver a 
cherished possession 
through the years. 


Write us for freé sample . 


of) < 


LIQUID SILVER POLISH 


RECKITTS (Oversea) LIMITED 1014 Ambhers? St.. Montreal 









After it does a 
nice job of iron- 
ing for you—io 
half the time—it 
disappears 

out of the way. 


THO FOLD-A-WAY 
—th 


Occupies 
than a kitchen chair. Out 
of the way when you are 
not using it—always ready. 


IRONER 


e ironer women everywhere are talk- 
ing about. Makes ironing a pleasure. 
Automatic toe, knee or foot control. 
Simple as A B C. Low Prices—Convenient 


Terms. 
CLOTHES PIN BAG 
Free 4 To all Adults Sending in this Coupon 


Hooks and slides on the line. No stooping or bending 





send me illustrated folder on 
Thor Fold-a-way Ironer and your 
large size Handy Clothes Pin 
Bag. No charge. 


AGATORS 2. ccc rece ceccceeceeesreeesseseresssereres 
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THE DISAPPEARING ACT 


THOR, 589 Fleet Street, Toronto. | 
Without obligation on my part, | 


lee 


The Mouse That Stirred 
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Gre fay Wesroby 








A Christmas Eve Adventure 


by ANNE 


THE MOUSE very much enjoyed looking 
out the Daylight Hole. It was the place in 
the wall where a little sunshine came into 
the dark dusty places where he lived, and 
where, when he was hungry, he sometimes 
crept out and picked up the cake and 
cracker crumbs the children spilled around 
the hearth when they had a warm glass of 
milk and a bite to eat before they went to 
bed. He loved to watch them, and felt 
quite safe, for while he could see them as 
clearly as though they were on a well- 
lighted stage, with the firelight on their 
faces and the warm glow of it in their hair, 
they could never see his shiny blinking 
eyes watching, and never suspected how he 
had learned to know each one of them. He 
felt so cosy in the warm wall, that he would 
settle down for hours with his little fore- 
paws under his twitching nose, and his 
long shoestring of a tail laced around him 
neatly. There he would blink at them as 
they had a last play or came and toasted 
their feet before the fire while their mother 
read to them out of this book or that. 
Little by little, it seemed to him that he 
could understand what they were saying 
and laughing about. He felt even as 
though he belonged to them in some way, 
and that if he were to run out one day and 
sit up before them on the hearth, they 
would reach down and stroke him, or hold 
out a bit of cake to him, the way they did 
for their sleepy old dog. He began to think 
he was their mouse. 

So the night when they were all cuddled 
around their mother as she read to them, 
he was pleased to hear something that 
sounded as though they did know about 
him. 

“*Twas the night before Christmas,” 
she read, 

“And all through the house, 

“Not a creature was stirring, 

“NOT EVEN A MOUSE.” 

He couldn’t help scratching his ear and 
flirting his tail around, as though making 
a little bow, then quickly settled down 
again very quietly, for fear he might spoil 
the story. After all, if he was ‘hat mouse, 
he couldn’t be stirring and making a fuss. 
He felt cosier and more welcome than ever 
before, and noticed that there were more 
good crumbs, and things dropping on the 
floor than he’d seen in a long time. He was 


ELIZABETH WILSON 


sure there must come a time in this Christ- 
mas story, when the mouse might stir out 
just to get his supper. 

Then there was a great bustling around 
the fireplace. They were all hanging things 
that looked like long streamers on the 
mantel. One was black, one was white, 
and one was red. They had pulled them 
so long, and then stretched them again by 
the toe, that you could hardly tell they 
were stockings! 

“If you don’t watch out,” their mother 
said, laughing, “Santa Claus won't know 
what to put in those stockings at all. He 
always has to measure the foot you know, 
to see how old you are. He won’t know 
what to give children with feet as big as 
that.” 

The mouse looked down at his own 
tiny hind foot and wondered if there were 
any chance of there being a stocking there 
his size. He just had to look out and see. 
They must know about him, if they were 
talking about him in the story, mustn’t 
they? 

Imagine his excitement and delight when 
he saw Mary—that was the biggest little 
girl—putting up a wisp of blue stocking 
no bigger than your thumb! It was her 
doll’s, but he couldn’t know that. All the 
stockings were pulled so large anyway, it 
might just as well be for him. He sat back 
on his haunches with such a warm feeling 
in his heart that he thought he was going 
to cry. They knew they had a Christmas 
mouse, that’s what they did! What in the 
world would Mr. Claus put in a mouse’s 
stocking? Did he know that he hadn’t had 
a piece of cheese since he just missed get- 
ting caught in that trap about a year ago? 
He’d never even seen a piece of cheese that 
wasn’t in a trap. He got so excited think- 
ing about it, and how in the world he’d ever 
get the cheese out of the stocking, that he 
began to think he could smell cheese. He 
closed his eyes. He could hear the children 
trooping upstairs. The fire crackled good 
night. 

In a little while, he thought he must be 
dreaming, for he saw a big tree coming in 
through the door, and a man set it up by 
the fireplace as though it were growing 
there. He kept on sniffing the smell of 
cheese—but decided it just must be a part 

{Continued on page 81} 
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“Chocolate, 


please! 


The world’s favourite 
flavour is Chocolate and 
Chocolate suggests FRY’S 


Chocolate cake! Choco- 
late fudge! Chocolate pie! 
Chocolate cookies! Choco- 
late icing! Chocolate ice 
cream! Chocolate pudding! 
--+« How good they sound! 
But this is important: when 
you get Chocolate be certain 
st is Fry’sunsweetened—then 
you will be sure of purity, 
food value and the rich 
chocolaty flavour everyone 
loves, 


Convenient separate 1 oz. 
Squares avoid waste and 
ensure accurate measure- 
ment. Send for Recipe 
Book, mailed free. 


Fry-Cadbury Ltd.. Montreal,Que. 
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MIXES Makes cooking easy and better re- 
sults certain. Mixes, beats, etc., more 
WHIPS evenly. 10 constant, unvarying Full- 
Power beater speeds will not slow as 
MASHES batter thickens or ingredients added 
BEATS New type full bowl-depth beaters. A 
great help and time saver. With fruit 
STIRS juicer, as illustrated, $29.75; slightly 
higher in West 
CREAMS At Electric, Hardware and Depart- 
BLENDS ment Stores, or write factory: 321 
Weston Rd. South, Toronto, Ont. 


CASH‘'S 
WOVENNA 


Peti~->-¥% 
make excellent and econ- sa 
omical Christmas gifts. 

On all orders placed be- yy» 
fore Dec. 15th ONE DOZ. 


EXTRA Names will be included 


FREE. All orders which include the 
purchase of a tube of Cash’s NO-SO 
Cement, 25¢ (for househoid use, and including at- 
taching of names neatly without sewing, to garments) 
will be put up in attractive Christmas Gift Box. 


and tinen tosses at 
rder earty from your 


CASH’S Biateritio, one 


CASH'S | 3doz-$159 6 dorz-$222 NO-SO Cement 
NAMES 9 doz -$259 12 doz -$399 25% atube 


Cash's Names avoid clothin 
home, school or travelling. 
dealer or 
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| TO CARRY YOUR 
ACH of your friends for whom you choose Chatelaine 
as a Christmas Gift will receive a Gift Announcement 
Card, 5Y, x 7” in size, which reproduces in full color the 
for 10 cents extra lovely painting which is shown above—‘“Winter’s Morning, 
Te will mail to one of sour Baie St. Paul,” by the celebrated Canadian artist Clarence A. 
friends to whom you are Gagnon, R.C.A. This painting hangs in the Museum of the 
io fans lat yoo Province of Quebec at Quebec City, and is reproduced by 
tively designed, gaily col- courtesy of the Government of that Province. 
ored Gift Box, for an addi- 
tional charge of 10 cents per : ce 
comet morgan mag a The Gift Announcement Card consists of four pages. 
there is a special space The first page will carry your greetings, and your name, as 
Ce oo the donor of the Gift Subscription. The reproduction of the 
indicate whether or not you painting appears on the third page. 
wish us to send the first 
copies in Gift Boxes. 

& To CHATELAINE, 481 University Ave., Toronto: If sending more than 4 Gifts, list extras on plain sheet 
Enclosed please find $............ Gee cat's ne wa oi Gift Subscriptions, as listed below. Please send to each, of paper, with your name and address and enclose. 
at no additional charge to me, the Gift Announcement Card with my personal greetings. 

lf you wish to have your friends receive their 
first Gift Copy of sag mig in an —— 
fi , Pe ei Pees ss ea rereeete ecto brightly colored Gift , Dlease put a m 
OT ee ne io kate et er ete SS kl oe Soap o a PE oy cs wo Rcaeacetea seksi ve teee rity a deerany Be aad S came eh ee 
ee, oe wa ROMS MALE RERSOM ; Mage oss hota hine te i Wet aes eb Cad chee knees 
YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS 
4 CORO e eee eee eee eeeereeee sere re ereereree So ceteoeeocenccseee 60.066 eke ad $ORN Ee 
Name Neve es eve 6 bee 6640668088 D sete eereeeeneeeee 
MONE vices evsisee ees denehvetess ies coaenawuhis B NAME .o.ninas cveeisc¢se09 oe ie eae se ace ae 
1a SS een eveeeeeeeeeereeeeaeeee eee eeeeeeee ee 
MANDI 5 Cenk vege sas tebass jade habe couse aN nr od ae, a at ree Idress 
Liaedbavanests a ae eg epee ees bees es oaks ec gedeueies Gate ebheo an echt deed e aloes ssmekakeepesesss: 





A GIFT THAT LASTS THE WHOLE YEAR THROUGH 


is 
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AT SPECIAL GIFT RATES 


HOOSE Chatelaine for your friends this year — 

a gift that they will enjoy for a full twelve months 
—that will combine entertainment with year-long prac- 
tical help. Each issue of the magazine is a new gift — 
freshly interesting, carefully planned to serve the whole 
field of a modern woman’s interests. So many gifts are 
forgotten — Chatelaine is not one of them! 


Kn Pl A 
f= “~' 


An ideal gift for your friends—and at such OU can include your own substi ion or renewal in a Gift Order, even 


though your subscription may not be due for renewal for some time. This 
is the only time when such exceptionally low rates are available. 


Christmas Gift Orders must be from one person, and paid for by that 
person. These rates do not apply if an order is made up by several persons. 


If any of the friends to whom you send Chatelaine as a Christmas Gift 


inexpensive rates! You can secure four Gift 
Subscriptions for only Two Dollars — and 
additional Gift Subscriptions for Fifty Cents 
each — for those of your friends who live in 


Canada or Newfoundland. For those living in should already be subscribing to the magazine, we will credit them with an 
other countries, there is an additional charge, extension of a full twelve issues. They will, of course, receive the Gift 
as shown below. Announcement Card with your personal greetings, to advise them of the gift. 












1 or 2 GIFT ORDERS - - $1.00 GIFT RATES FOR 
3 GIFT ORDERS - = = 1.75 OTHER COUNTRIES 


A GIFT ORDERS = $200 i air oraer ince inctusea tm 


included in a group) for $3.00. Also 


Additional Gift Orders, 50 cents Each Gift Orders for other countries will 
i be accepted as part of any group of 
6 Gift Orders - $3.00 3 or more, upon payment of 75 cents 
2 a EXTRA for each outside subscrip- 
8 Gift Orders 4.00 ar ee eee 


10 Gift Orders = 5.00 
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New Eyes for ‘Christmas 


(Continued from page | 1) 





per cent sight, his doctor believes. That 
means school, skating, sleighing, tree- 
climbing, and bicycling. All the proper 
business of being a little boy. 


REMEMBER THE TIME you got your 
eyes tested and couldn’t read or “‘do any- 
thing” for at least a couple of hours? 
Pretty lost, weren’t you? At that, you 
could see things, blurred though they were. 
Or when you hurt your eye or had a bad 
headache, and had to wear bandages. 
Couldn’t think of much to do but sleep, 
could you? Well, Bill knows other things. 
He’s had nine years of permanent “‘ban- 
dage.”” Folds and folds of blackness. And 
he got up at six o'clock and stayed out in 
the fields and woods until eight at night, 
with time off for meals. He knew every 
inch of the hundred-acre farm. Heshelped 
with the vegetable garden, feeling his way 
along the rows of plants. He went for the 
cows at night and sometimes strayed off 
the path. Then he came home with bruises 
and cuts, because he didn’t count on a tree 
that had blown over, or a branch newly 
broken in the stubble. Getting the cows 
had been pretty easy, really, because he 
knew how to avoid the lime pit and the 
swamp, and where the little hills and the 
fences were. And one cow had a bell. He 
just walked in the direction it tinkled. And 
he milked, too. But often the stream of 
white liquid went amiss of the pail. 

“Not any more, though,” Bill points out 
proudly. ‘I can see where the pail is—not 
just feel.” 

You know how it is about a fellow and 


nis dog. Strong bonds there, and a pretty 
intimate kind of friendship. Something he 
doesn’t talk about much. But when 
Blackie barked at our strangeness, a quiet 
word from Bill was our passport. He’s a 
big shepherd now, but when they gave him 
to Bill a year ago, he was so wee they 
handed him over in a paper bag. Bill felt 
his small furriness. 

“It’s a kitten,” he exclaimed, in excite- 
ment. He was a little ashamed of his 
inaccurateness when they told him. 

“But you see,” he explained to me, “it 
was too little to have much of a bark. Just 
kind of squeaked. And it might have been 
either.” 

Then there’s Trixie, the little dog. She 
goes on a chain, and helps Bill with the 
cows. She doesn’t bump a fellow into 
fences the way Blackie sometimes does, in 
his big-dog enthusiasm. Trixie is careful. 
And she’s pretty close to Bill. He used to 
press her under his arm, and she’d lick his 
face. Now he’s discovered that she laughs. 
He told me solemnly, earnestly. 

“Dogs can laugh, you know. Trixie 
does—all over. She smiles with her mouth 
and waggles herself and her tail.” 

Animals, all in all, are a big discovery, 
There was that goat, for instance. Bill 
laughs now when he thinks about it. It is 
the funniest of a lot of funny things he has 
seen these last few miraculous weeks. 

Do you know what it means to run? To 
feel the wind go by you and the lightning 
of speed in your feet? Bill didn’t. He had 
gone slowly, with stumbling steps before. 
But he told me about things now. 

“I ran,” he said, “all alone. I ran and 
ran. . . fast, across the field.” It was a 
miracle before which one was humble. 
Suddenly running became, as color and 
light and living things had become under 
his words, a new richness, a new adventure. 
Something only for people with every 
faculty sound and right. And now Bill is 
one of those people. 

{Continued on page 82} 








The 1937 Studebaker four 
door sedan presents an un- 
usual chaste, clear-cut in- 
terpretation of the current 
dominant style motif. The 
upper radiator grill is 
swept back along the hood 
sides. Lowered floor boards 
allow more head room. Twin 
lever steering makes for 
ease of parking with pre- 
cision at high speeds. 





The new Ford Four Door 
Touring Sedan, given its 
world premier at the Na- 
tional Motor Show, Toronto. 
There are two engine sizes 
presented in this year's 
Fords, which have new 
cable-and-conduit control. 
Soft, easy pedal brakes are 
featured and there's "safety 
of steel from pedal to 
wheel.” Tear drop body 
lines are svelte and artistic. 





More powerful, more 
comfortable and more 
beautifully styled, the 
1937 Terraplane is im- 
proved in almost every 
detail over former mod- 
els of this Hudson-made 
car. Rhythmic ride and 
radio safety control are 
two special features of 
the new Terraplane. This 
is the four door sedan. 









these exclusive 





Is she delightfull 

fastidious? th ene 
ette, rose, violet, lilac, 
$2.00, $4.50. Blue Grass 
(illustrated) . . . $7.50 





Do perfumes thrill her? 
The perfume trio in 
Elizabeth Arden’s love- 
liest scents, $3.75; 
Single drams $1.25; 
Temple of perfume 
(4 bottles) . . . $5.00 





Is she a confirmed traveler? She will travel in state accom- 
panied by this Travel Case stocked with a lavish array of 
luxurious Elizabeth Arden preparations to keep her at her 
beautiful best en route. $13.00, $20.00—Case illustrated— 


. . 


* 
691 FIFTH 
PARIS . 


LONDON * 








Is she fond of Luxury? 
Give her Blue Grass— 
Elizabeth Arden’s crisp, 
tantalizing fragrance that 
sets a whole new perfume 
vogue . « « $3.75 to $32.50 





For “Last-Minute” Shoppers 


Clpebeh clhdos suggests , 
ail 
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Sifts... 





Are baths her obsessien ? She’ll 
love this Arden Bath Box with lips? Simplify her life with 
bath salts, dusting Powder and one of the efficient Looking 
a ae are Glass Lipsticks. Exclusive. 

.... +. $1.60 to $10.00 


Is she always doing her 





rushing 


Is she smartly, smoothly modern? Then Is she always 
she’ll prize the chic simplicity of this | somewhere? The pee 
self-contained Daytime Bag, superbly | Woman’s Box affords 


a quick treatment-- 


appointed with jeweled compact and 
even make-up. $10.00 


lipstick ..... . « $20.00 to $45.00 





Does she revel in her bath? 
This box with Velva Bath 
Mits, Dusting Powder, Hand- 
O-Tonik and soap is the ideal 
$33.00 WE 6 wise ow ocala $3.60 


sabeth Oden * 


AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 
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Striking 1937 models introduced at 
the National Motor Show, Toronto 





Above, the 1937 McLaughlin-Buick Cen- 
tury Sedan with new type of frame. (Gen- 
eral Motors). Right, the new Lincoln- 
Zephyr Sedan has a new frontal appear- 
ance and many interior changes. A new 


luggage compartment arrangement is 
featured. (Ford). 





Above, the Plymouth Custom Four- 
Door Touring Sedan. The 1937 models 
are larger than former cars of this 
manufacture. (Chrysler). 
Right, 1937 Dodge Custom Conver- 
tible Coupe. It has a distinctive new 
frontal treatment, and all new up- 
holstery and trimming. (Chrysler). 


ONCE UPON a time a man invented a gasoline buggy. 
And today a woman drives it. That’s why the new cars, 
just exhibited at the National Motor Show in Toronto, are 
designed from streamlined radiator to spacious luggage 
compartment, with an eye to feminine approval. Women 
want beauty and driving comfort. 

But the man of the house still pays the bills, nine times 
out of ten. So the engineer keeps pace with the designer, 
and 1937 ushers in a new season of luxury, fine modelling 
and superior mechanics. 

It was a world premiére for many of the new models 
presented by leading manufacturers. An event, as always, 
colorful, scintillating, socially important. But never 
touching on the bizarre or sensational In this year which 
promises to make history in the Canadian automobile 
industry, it might have been easy to catch public attention 
with new tricks of mechanism and design. But everywhere 
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there was simply a steady emphasis on perfect craftsman- 
ship, modern beauty of line and color, perfect riding com- 
fort, safe and satisfying performance. 

Cars are, generally speaking, larger and roomier. This 
means wider, longer, lower bodies. The all-steel roof is 
featured in many models. Luggage compartments and 
inside stow-away kits are larger and more thoughtfully 
placed and designed. It appears, all in all, as though 
motorists were going to spend more time in their cars, and 
take longer journeys. The growing tendency is to make the 
car a joy in itself, a happy place of rest and pleasant 
surroundings, as well as a transportation vehicle. 

Windshields are wider, higher, appointments throughout 
the car in every case more luxurious, more harmonious. 

Strength of frames, steering control and brakes have all 
been improved on. There’s better insulation against heat 
cold and noise. Lines are swiftly svelte, gracefully tapered. 
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Left, the ChrysleRoyal Business 
Coupe, featuring a safety interior. 
(Chrysler). Below, the 1937 Chev- 
rolet Master Sedan is an entirely 
new model. It has an all-steel body 
and more head room. (General 

Motors). 





Left, the new Oldsmobile Six 
Coach is a new car in chassis and 
superstructure. It is distinctively 
styled and improved in perform- 
ance. (General Motors). 
Below, the new Pontiac Six-cylinder 
Sedan. Another entirely new car 
which had its world premiere at 
the National Motor Show. It has a 
commodious steel body, numerous 
new mechanical details. (Genera! 
Motors). 





In many cases the seat arrangements have been changed 
and made more spacious, and practically all front seats are 
adjustable for more leg room. Rumble seats are replaced 
in some of the new convertible models and coupés by 
occasional seats within the body, immediately behind the 
driver’s seat. Fittings throughout are delightful to the eye 
and useful. 

Yet, with all this, there is a definite advance in reduction 
of running costs. Mechanical equipment for the saving of 
fuel and oil has been perfected to a fine point. Engine wear 
and roughness are reduced through special devices. 

One of the happiest features of the new cars is the 
conveyance by concealed conduits of warm air from car 
heaters to outlets at the top of the instrument panel 
that gently blow warm air on the glass and prevent fogging 
and frosting. It’s an improvement that will be eagerly 
welcomed by cold-weather-driving Canadians. 
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| THINK WE 
WOMEN OUGHT 
TO GIVE THE MAKERS 
OF SUNLIGHT SOAP 
A MEDAL.... THE 
SUDS COME SO 
QUICKLY AND DO SUCH 
FINE WORK | JUST 
DONT MIND WASHING 
AT ALL.. AND MY HANDS 
ACTUALLY LOOK BETTER 
AFTER A SUNLIGHT 
WASHDAY.... ITS 
GRAND SOAP. 











The Mouse That Stirred 


(Continued from page 74] 


i 





of the story to have cheese in the air. He 
wouldn’t stir too soon, not he. He was 
afraid it might spoil everything. 

Finally. the lights were turned low and 
only the glow from the fire filled the room. 
It was warmer and cosier than ever. The 
wind was singing outside and the old dog 
went to the door and sniffed at the draught 
coming through the cracks. 

“Maybe he smells cheese too—or Mr. 
Claus,” thought the mouse sleepily. 

Then the old fellow came back and 
threw himself down by the fire, with his 
eyes watchful. He seemed to know some- 
one would soon be coming. 


THE MOUSE kept so still that he fell 
asleep in earnest before Santa really came, 
and even then he might not have waked 
up, if he hadn’t heard a sharp cracking 
sound right in front of his very nose. Then 
there was a cross deep voice saying: ““The 
idea—the very idea, on Christmas Eve!” 
He didn’t know that Santa had seen him 
snoozing there and was just going to pet 
him when he caught his finger in the 
mouse trap—just outside the Daylight 
Hole! 

“Come out,” Santa said to him, pulling 
the nasty little wire and wood thing off 
his finger: “‘come out and eat this cheese, 
young man. I just happened to have 
some.”” 

He put his hand in his pocket as though 
he’d had it there all along, and pulled out 
the piece of cheese that had been in the 
trap. 

“Good, isn’t it?” he chuckled as the 
mouse began to nibble, looking up at him 
with adoring eyes. “‘You’re a wise Christ- 
mas mouse not to stir till I got here. Now 
is there anything else you’d like besides 
these nice crumbs?” 

The mouse’s mouth was so full he could 
only squeak, but that gave Santa an idea. 

‘Ever see one of these?” he asked, reach- 
ing into his sack. He brought out a little 
rubber mouse and pinched it. It squeaked 
exactly like a live one. 

“Now we'll show them that I don’t 
approve of mouse traps.’’ And he brought 
the trap out of his other pocket and put 
the rubber toy in it. 

The poor mouse stopped chewing and 
































































shuddered. “Don’t, Mr. Santa,” he begged. 
“It might spoil their Christmas to see a 
thing like that.” 

“Well, I declare!” snorted Santa. “You 
poor little soul—spoil ther Christmas in- 
deed. What do you think they. . .” but 
he stopped suddenly, because he realized 
the mouse must love these people, and he 
must never know how close they had come 
to doing a dreadful thing to him. 

“You're right,”’ he said, putting the 
trap back in his pocket. ‘“‘But how am I 
going to let them know I don’t approve of 
mouse traps?” 

‘“Well,”’ whispered the mouse, “perhaps 
you could put something in my stocking 
that would let them know.” 

“Which one is yours?”’ puzzled Santa. 

“I’m not sure, but I think they hung up 
the little blue one for me.” 

Santa’s eyes almost filled with tears. 
“Why, of course; there are so many I just 
wasn’t sure. But to make certain, I'll put 
your name on it.” 

So he took out a big red pencil and a 
sheet of green paper. The mouse couldn’t 
see what he was writing, but this is what 
he put down: 





“This stocking is for the mouse in the 
chimney. Perhaps I can use the present 
you left for him to make your doll a 
little wagon or something for next 
Christmas. 

SANTA.” 


He pinned the sheet of paper on the 
doll’s stocking and began rummaging in 
his sack. He knew he had some little cakes 
with icing on them in there, and a popcorn 
ball. There was a roll of soft string that 
would make fine bedding, too. 

“Now you finish up those crumbs and 
get back in your nest, Mousey,” he said. 
“If we aren’t careful they’ll come and 
catch us both. You'll get your stocking 
in the morning.” 

He patted the old dog and handed him 
a big biscuit bone with a red ribbon on it. 

“You two be friends,”’ he said. 

The mouse scuttled back into his Day- 
light Hole obediently. 

The dog stood with the bone in his 
mouth, waving his huge tail, as Santa got 
ready to climb back up the chimney. 


MONEY , TOO. 1 DON'T 
“Oh, wait a minute,” he said, getting HAVE TO WEAR MY 
out his pencil again. “I’ve just had another | 
idea.” at CLOTHES OUT WITH 
“THIS CHIMNEY,” he wrote across 
SKFEFOR SANTA CLAUS WITHOUT | | RUBBING AND SCRUBBING. 
A MOUSE IN S | EVERYTHING LASTS 
eet Sere LONGER, AND I'VE LOTS 
LESS MENDING TO DO. 
SUNLIGHT MUST BE 
WONDERFULLY PURE. 
WOULDNT YOU THINK 
EVERY WOMAN WOULD 
USE SUNLIGHT SOAP? 


SUNLIGHT SAVES 


AND DON'T FORGET 
HOW DISHES SPARKLE 
AFTER A SUNLIGHT WASH 


C.466—Canadian Artists Series and English garden and flower pictures, the 

latter in exquisite, natural colours, and each one worthy of framing. All are of 

finest stock, with matching envelopes. The box, containing 22 of the finest grade 

and most charming Christmas cards is priced at enly $1.00. Order from Marie 
LeCerf, Chatelaine, 48! University Ave., Toronto. 
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WOMEN ALL "GONE WITH 


THE WIND" 
Women read for 
i) conversational fod- 


der. And ‘Gone 

With the Wind’ is 

such swell subject 

matter for tea and 
club talk that it's a favorite bedside 
companion these days. Or so a wel 
known Canadian reviewer, William 
Strange, of Toronto, tells me. Besides, 
it's definitely a feminine book. Sees 
life through the eyes and mind of 
Scarlett O'Hara, who — by the way 
— is unconventional enough to in- 
trigue the women who don't drink life 
to the dregs, themselves. Then, the 
hero, Rhett Butler, is a debonaire 
bully. Cock of the walk in the book 
and movie world of women. And 
there's just enough cruelty and biood- 
shed to satisfy the natural craving.for 
drama of those who must get their 
rough-and-tumble thrills vicariously. 
Mr, Strange believes women's minds 
are more flexible, in literary intake 
than men's. But the male reads more 
intelligently, for information and 
entertainment. Women like emo- 
tional episodes. 


BE PERSONAL ABOUT 
CHRISTMAS 

Writing a perky little note with a 
jaunty Christmas sticker perched at 
the top to each of her friends only 
takes a couple of evenings from the 
busy life of one Canadian woman | 
know. She says it's more fun remem 
bering people that way than sending 
cards. And it's ever so Christmassy 
getting the letter. One Ajberta 
woman sends out cheap little copies 
of good verse instead of cards. 
And dozens of married people get 
two sets of cards now — flossy ones 
for the formal greetings, and jolly Jo 
and Vi ones for the close friends. 
They're so much warmer. It's cheaper 
than you would imagine to design 
your own and get them done up by a 
printer. And children simply love to 
get cards of their own, through the 
mail, 

CANADIAN WOMEN NEED 

NEW CLOTHES 


Joan Crawford would look pretty 
queer if you saw her walking down 
Sparks Street or Hastings or Yonge 
with her movie make-up on. You cer 
tainly wouldn't attempt to copy it. 
Yet you do something quite as ridicu 


lous, says the famous Paris couturiére, 
Elsa Schiaparelli, when you design 
your street clothes after the exotic, 
overly dramatic styles set by screen 
stars. They're simply stage clothes. 
Creed, of London, is another designer 
who thinks it's silly to follow the fash 
ions chosen by a few metropolitan 
leaders. Wear clothes that suit your 
climate as well as y C 
Which makes me wonder why Ca 
Idian women don't demand coats, for 
instance, with collars that look their 
pest when they're snuggled up tight 
around throats, and not just a make- 
hift buttoned effect. And hats that 
pull down over the ears for midwinter 
wear, The evening 
dresses, says Creed, are very suitable 
tor such countries as Canada. 


yur fiaure, he says. 
ne 


new woollen 


MINISTERS STUDY INSANITY 


"| went into a mental 
hospital to learn how to 
help normal people,’’ 
the young Canadian 
theological student ex 
plained. He's one of a 
group of coming minis 
ters who are more and 
more concerned about what really 
goes on in the minds of their congre- 
gation. They want to talk to oeople 
rather than at them. Be able to help 
with personal problems as well as 
mass movements. It's just one of the 
striking advances being made in the 
changing church. Certain theological 
colleges in Maine have gone so far 
as to make it necessary for students 
to spend a certain period of time in 
psychiatric hospitals, in order to re- 
ceive degrees. 
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FLYING STENOGRAPHER 
Evelyn Hudson exchanged the sto 

cato of a typewriter for the whir: 

wings when she left Edmonton 

years ago and went to Los Angeles to 
learn to fly. She did, too. So well 
that, armed with her transport pilot's 
icense, she opened a school in 
Hawaii. Taught about 150 whites, 
Japanese and Hawaiians yearly how 
to get up and stay put. Then she went 
back to Los Angeles to work for an 
i Decided to fly 
home this year and say hello to her 
parents. But the plane nosed too 
deeply into an Idaho pea field and 
she had to leave it and jog along 
back to Edmonton like any earth- 
stained passenger on a bus. She was 
done out of a cross-country air race. 
She's back flying again now, though. 


PERHAPS THE DEVIL IS A WOMAN 
Intuition keeps women out of 
trouble most of the time. Men dash 
wildly in and get caught. Women 
criminals plan their crimes carefully, 
usually with a keen eye to the neces- 
sary loophole for escape. But once 
they go beyond the danger line, they 
sink to depths which men have never 
explored. It's the opinion of a promi- 
nent Canadian judge who has passed 
sentence on thousands of prisoners. 
And it bears out the findings of J. 
Edgar Hoover, U. S. chief of the de- 
partment of justice. That explains, the 
judge thinks, the 
unbelievable sav- 
agery of certain 
feminine ele- 
ments in the revo- 
lution in Spain. 














Dressing for Dinner 


(Continued from page 69) 





Apple and Raisin Dressing (To serve with 
goose or spareribs and other pork cuts) 
3 Cupfuls of bread (crumbled) 
14 Cupful of currants (washed, 
dried and picked over) 
14 Cupful of seeded raisins (cut 
in pieces) 
1 Large tart apple (peeled 
cored and chopped) 
14 Cupful of melted butter 
Salt, pepper and paprika 
to taste 


Combine all the above ingredients, 
adding a little water, cider or orange juice 
if a moister dressing is desired. A goose 
stuffed with this mixture is delicious if 
basted occasionally during the cooking 
with cider or orange juice. 


Oyster Stuffing (Good with turkey) 
4 Cupfuls of oysters (drained 
of their liquor and 
cut in small pieces) 
4 Cupfuls of soft bread crumbs 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 
14 Teaspoonful of pepper 
3 Tablespoonfuls of lemon 
juice 
Oyster liquor 
Combine the prepared oysters and the 
bread crumbs; add salt, pepper and lemon 
juice. Moisten with oyster liquor to the 
desired consistency and mix lightly with 
a fork. Serve with turkey or chicken. 


Chestnut Dressing (For turkey or chicken) 
3 Cupfuls of chestnut puree 
1 Cupful of soft bread crumbs 
14 Cupful of melted butter 
1 Tablespoonful of grated onion 
1 Tablespoonful of finely 
chopped parsley 
14 to 1 Teaspoonful of salt 
1% to 14 Teaspoonful of pepper 
Cream 
To prepare the chestnut purée, boil one 
quart of large chestnuts until tender, 
remove the shells and brown skins and 
force the nuts through a purée sieve. Add 
the bread crumbs, the melted butter, 
onion, parsley and seasonings and moisten 
to the desired consistency with cream. 
Mix lightly,with a fork and use with turkey 
or chicken. 


Apricot Dressing (For duck} 
1 Cupful of dried apricots 
2% to 3 Cupfuls of soft bread 
crumbs 
14 Cupful of melted butter 
14 Teaspoonful of lemon juice 
Salt and paprika to taste 
Steam the dried apricots until nearly 
tender, chop in small pieces and combine 
with the bread crumbs. Add the butter, 
the lemon juice and season to taste with 
salt and paprika. Mix thoroughly and 
stuff loosely into the duck. 
Rice Stuffing (For duck, lamb, wild game, 
tomatoes, peppers and other vegetables) 
2 Cupfuls of boiled or steamed 
rice 
1 Cupful of cooked celery 
(cut in small pieces) 
2 Tablespoonfuls of fat 
(butter or bacon fat) 
2 Teaspoonfuls of chopped onion 
1 Teaspoonful of chopped 
parsley 
Salt and pepper to taste 
Dash of Worcestershire sauce 


Cook the rice in water to which the 
celery water has been added. Drain thor- 
oughly and combine with the cooked 
celery. Melt the fat, add the onion, cook 
lightly and add to the first mixture. Add 
the parsley, salt and pepper to taste and 
a dash of Worcestershire sauce. Mix 
lightly with a fork and use as suggested 


above. 


Variations Celery may be omitted if 
desired. 
Green pepper may be sub- 
stituted for the parsley. 
Two chopped, hard-cooked 
eggs may be added. 
The giblets from the fowl, 
cooked and chopped may 
be added. 
Wild rice, if available, may 
be substituted for the other 
rice when it is to be used 
for wild game. 


Mushroom Stuffing (For chicken, beef cuts, 
onions, etc.) 


14 Pound of mushrooms 
1 to 2 Tablespoonfuls of minced 
green pepper 
2 Tablespoonfuls of butter 
1 Cupful of soft bread 
crumbs 
1, Cupful of melted butter 
1. Teaspoonful of salt 
14 Teaspoonful of pepper 


Peel the mushrooms, break the caps in 
small pieces and chop the stems with the 
green pepper. Melt the two tablespoonfuls 
of butter, add the mushroom caps and 
cook for five minutes. Add the chopped 
stems and peppers and cook for five min- 
utes more. Combine this mixture with the 
bread crumbs, add the one-quarter cupful 
of melted butter, the salt and pepper and 


mix lightly with a fork, Pack lightly into 
the bird, the roast or vegetable. 


Sausage Stuffing (For chicken, turkey or 
vegetables, especially onions) 


1 Cupful of sausage meat 

1 Cupful of dry bread crumbs 

2 Tablespoonfuls of minced 
mushrooms (may be 
omitted if desired) 

1 Tablespoonful of grated 
onion 

1 Tablespoonful of minced 
parsley ; 

1 Egy, beaten until light 


Combine the sausage meat and the 
bread crumbs, add the mushrooms, onion 
and parsley and the beaten egy. Mix 
lightly, adding seasonings to taste if the 
sausage meat is not highly seasoned. Cook 
in the fowl or vegetable, 





A HAPPY GIFT 





Macdonald's British Consols Christ- 

mas gift package is a colorful 

presentation of an acceptable 
present, 
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Chatelaine’s 


December 


Index of Advertisers 


ONLY worthy products and services are accepted for introduction to Chatelaine 
homes through the advertising pages of Chatelaine. Readers, therefore, can 
buy the lines advertised in Chatelaine with confidence of satisfactory service. 


By insisting on trademarked lines of known quality and value, Chatelaine 
readers avoid costly mistakes when buying for their homes. 


FOODS AND BEVERAGES 


Campbell's Soups 

Camp Coffee 

Cream of Wheat ............. 
Fleischmann's Yeast .......... 
Fry-Cadb ry 

Jackson's, Dr., 

Knox Gelatine Sok aid 

Lake of the Woods Milli 

Lea and Perrins 

Libby's Baby Foods 

Magic Baking Powder 


Symington's Gravy 
Windsor Salt 


HOUSEKEEPERS' SUPPLIES 


Cash's Names 

Diamond Dyes inde wan euw eS 

Goddard's Plate Polish 

O-Cedar Polish 

Oneida Community Co....4th Cover 

PORE UM rs hectic ces 

Porritts & Spencer Mossfield 
Blankets . 

Pyrex 

Silvo eas 

Taylor Instruments 

Tenasitine 


SOAPS AND CLEANERS 


Baby's Own Soap 
Cuticura Soap 
Fels-Naptha Soap 
Palmolive Soap 
Sunlight Soap 


FURNISHINGS, BLDG. SUPPLIES 


Bissell Sweeper 

C. G. E. Mazda Lamps 

C. G. E. Radiotrons 

Honderich Furniture Co. ....... 
Mixmaster 


INSURANCE AND FINANCIAL 


Excelsior Life Insurance Co. .... 
Metropolitan Life Ins, Co. ...... 
Mutual Life of Canada 


DRY GOODS, APPAREL, SHOES 


Bluebird Diamonds 

all Lace Co. .. 
Dominion Textile Co......2nd Cover 
Harvey Woods Underwear 33 
Regent Knitting Co. ........00s 44 


MOTOR CARS 


Ford Motor Car Co. .... 3rd Cover 
General Motors of Canada Ltd. 62-63 


BEAUTY CULTURE AND 
TOILETWARE 


Arden, Elizabeth 

Brownatone . 

Colgate'’s Dental Cream 

Coty e° 

Cutex 

Dr. Lyon's Tooth Powder .... 


Frostilla “oe 
Gouraud's Oriental Cream 
Hinds Honey and Almond 


Two packs of British Consols in this 


| smart Christmas package will afford the 
| maximum pleasure fo your friends at 


Cream 
Hudnut's Marvelous Makeup.... 
Ipana Toothpaste 
Jane Seymour Preparations 
Jergens Lotion 
Keystone Brushes 
Lady Esther Powder 
Listerine Toothpaste 
Maybelline 
Mercolized Wax .. 
Morny Perfume 
Murtne 
Palmclive Shave Cream 
Pond's Cold Cream 
Pond's Face Powder 
Rolls Razor 
Stevens Hepner 
Tangee Lipstick 
Williams, J. B......... 
Woodbury Facial Cream 
VeRO ahiseceseicsens eveeee 


PHARMACEUTICALS & SUPPLIES 


Adex Tablets 
Alka-Seltzer 
Annette Lanzette 
Baby's Own Tablets 
Bayer Aspirin .. 
Beecham’'s Pills . 


Dr. Chase Nerve Food 
Grove's Bromo Quinine 
Kruschen Salts 

Lewis Medicine Co. ........... 
Lysol 

Midol . 

Orlex ... 

Phillips Milk of Magnesia 
Rendells . 

Steedman's Powders 
Vapo-Cresolene 


Vick's VapoRub 


MISCELLANEOUS 


British Consols Cigarettes 
Canadian Kodak Co. .......... 
Cash's Names ... 
Chalfonte-Haddon Hall 

Parker Fountain Pen 

Sweet Caporal Cigarettes 
Virginia Ovals Cigarettes 


' mederate cost to you. 


British Consols Cigarettes are also 
ebtainable in tins of 50 and 100— 
Christmas wrapped. Plain or Cork Tip. 


COSTLIER MILDER ToBaccos 


FIVE NEW SERVICE BULLETINS 


‘MAN-MADE MEALS 


MAN-MADE MEALS 
No. 2,204—Price 5 Cents 


Planning a holiday that will 
leave your man at home 
clone? Then get this Insti- 
tute bulletin to give him 
simple menu ideas—grocery 
orders — easy, man-made 
recipes, and suggestions for 
successful stag parties. 


Culinary Secrets 
from the Chatelaine Institute 


28 COOKIE RECIPES 
No. 2,200—Price 10 Cents 


They make your mouth water just to read their 
names — Filbert macaroons — Butterscetch 
fingers — Orange circles — Corn-flake date 
cookies—and many others. Each one selected 
by the Institute as something very special — 
a pleasure to make, and a joy to eat! 


SWEET AND SAVORY SAUCES 
No. 2,203—Price 5 Cents 


In response to hundreds of requests the Institute 
presents this survey of sauces that will bring a 
new piquancy to your meals. A valuable group 
of sauce suggestions that every housekeeper 
should have. 


WEDDING ETIQUETTE 
No. 400—Price 5 Cents 
How do you make the announcements? What 
is the correct procedure for dress and cere- 
mony? Who pays for what? All the thousand 
and one minor details of wedding etiquette are 
answered for you in this Institute bulletin. 


FAVORITE DESSERTS OF THE CHATELAINE INSTITUTE 
No. 2,20i—Price 15 Cents 


Over sixty delicious new desserts—each one flavorsome, economical, and carefully 
tested and approved. Cold—hot—jellied—frozen—fruit—and pastry desserts—a 
rare collection of recipes for your enjoyment. 


CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS, 481 University Avenue, Toronto. 


Compiled as a convenience to the readers of Chatelaine: Please send me your Service Bulletins Nos, .....+sceeseeceereneseeeecersstreeerecearersees 


this index is not guaranteed against occasional error or 
omission, but the greatest care is taken to ensure accuracy. 


for which I enclose $ 


Name and 
Address 


(PLEASE PRINT OR WRITE PLAINLY) 





TAKE SANTA ON A 


Vacation 
Chalfonte- 
Haddon Hall 


Tus year the calendar 
presents you with a 
three-day week-end for 
Christmas ... and these 
beachfront hotels offer 
an old-fashioned holiday 
time to match it. Stock- 
ings for the youngsters, 
gifts for the grown-ups, 
carols for all. Festive 
meals and festive enter- 
tainment. Ocean decks, 
health baths—every- 
thing to prime you for 
the rigors of winter. 

Leeds and Lippincett Co. 


ATLANTIC CITY 
Peano ae est amor ae 


Hair 
OFF 


I once hed ugly hel: on my face and 
I chin... was unloved . . . discouraged. 
Tried depilatories, waxes, liquids . 
even razors. Nothing was satisfactory. Then I di. 
covered a 1 . inexpensive method. t 
worked! Trane have ve won beauty, love, happiness 
with the secret. My FREE Book, “How to Overcome 
Superfluous Hair,” explains the an and proves 
actual success. Mailed in plain envelope. Also trial offer. 
No = Write Mile. Annette Lanzette, 93-95 
Church Street, Dept. C662, Toronto, Canada. 
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| alittle vaguely. 








| New Eyes for Christmas 


(Continued from page 79) 





Bill examined a toy airplane and flew it 
in the farmyard with all the fervor of 
modern lads. “I have heard them zoom 
across the sky,”” he said, pointing upward. 
“And once I went to Kitchener to the 


| airport, and there were great big airplanes. 


They had wings and hard tires, like auto- 
mobiles, on their four little wheels _ 
there was a break in the breathless recital. 
Bill’s brow puckered. ‘Or were there two 
wheels, mother?”’ Hands that had eagerly 
traced the little wheels with their hard 
tires, had forgotten. 

We talked about the beautiful things Bill 
had seen since his eyes had been opened— 


la church in Buffalo, with candles burning. 


“Remember the beautiful paintings, 
Bill?” asked his mother. Bill remembered, 
Then. . . “But I haven’t 
seen a fire truck yet. I heard it whiz by, 
and the whistles were blowing, but I 
haven’t seen one yet. I will, though.” 

He is learning the unlovely things that 
eyes let in, too. His face darkened when 
we talked about the ugliest thing he had 


seen. 


“A black dog,” he said, thoughtfully 


| and deeply, “‘a black dog with yellow paws 


and yellow teeth.” 





Fare Thee Well 


(Continued from page 66) 





With Turkey as the Main Course 


Cranberry Cocktail 
(in the living room) 
Crisp Cocktail Biscuits 
Clam Broth 
Roast Turkey 
Oyster or Sausage Dressing 
Pickled Pears or Figs 
Celery Currant Jelly 
Chestnut Croquettes 
Broccoli with Hollandaise Sauce 
Julienne Carrots 
Chilled Grape, Orange and Brazil Nut Salad 
French Dressing 
Plum Pudding Hard Sauce 
Coffee 
Table Raisins Salted Nuts Mint Wafers 


lf You Choose Goose 


Diced Grape, Pear and Banana 
in Fig Syrup with Lemon 
Roast Goose Raisin Dressing 
Quince Jelly Sweet Relish Pickle 
Scalloped Sweet Potatoes and Apples 
Creamed Celery Harvard Beets 
Head Lettuce Vinaigrette Dressing 
Cheese Sticks 
Cranberry Tart Pie 
Coffee or Tea 


Nuts Christmas Candies 


A Duck Dinner 


Tomato Cocktail 
Sardine Fingers 
Roast Duck Orange Garnish 
Buttered Rice Stuffed Onions 
String Beans 
Apple, Grape and Almond Salad 
Tutti-Frutti Ice Cream 
Christmas Cake 
Shortbreads and Assorted Holiday Cakes 
Coffee 
Red and Green Gumdrops Stuffed Dates 


Bill turned the Mickey Mouse I had 
brought him around in his fingers. He told 
me the colors, and touched the ears and 


the tail. He laughed, and thought it was 
very funny. 

“What is it?”’ he asked. 

You can see that if you had nothing to 
judge by, nothing to compare with, it 
would be almost impossible to form any 
real picture of even the most beloved 
objects. 

Mickey Mouse! The modern child’s 
king of fairyland. His eyes brightened. 
His sisters had read Mickey Mouse from 
the funny papers. Some day he was going 
to see a motion picture. He looked at the 
funny, dear little mouse face of Mickey. 
He laid him gently and tenderly in his 
hand. 

“So this is Mickey Mouse,” he said, and 
found the doorway to another dim world 
suddenly alight. 

One knew that with Bill, black will 
always be a dread color, and white a 
beautiful one. I was aware of this poig- 
nantly when I asked, in parting, ‘What 
did you think when you first saw your 
mother’s face, Bill?” 

Mrs. Brohman is not, strictly speaking, 
a beautiful woman. But there is a deep 
sense of motherhood about her. The 
warmth of affection which Bill turned on 
her at that moment was brighter than 
anything yet awakened in this new world 
of his. He threw his arms around her 
neck. His brown, just opened eyes were 
soft and worshipping. He scarcely breathed 
the words. 

“It—Was—White,” he said. 


When the Spotlight is on Chicken 
Oyster Cocktail 
Roast Chicken Mushroom Dressing 
Cranberry and Orange Relish 
Potato Fluff with Cheese 
Cauliflower with Parsley Butter 
Asparagus (canned, green) 
Tomato Jelly Squares on Shredded Lettuce 
Tiny Hot Biscuits 
Hot Mince Pie 
Coffee 
Jordan Almonds 


Tea 
Brazil Nuts 





Ham as the Piece de Resistance 
Mint-Flavored Pineapple Juice 
with Green Cherries 
Baked Virginia Ham 
Small Baked Apples Stuffed 

with Raisins and Spice 
Candied Sweet Potatoes Brussels Sprouts 
Finely Shredded Cabbage and Pimiento 
Salad 
Cranberry Shortcake 
Coffee 


Dates and Figs Christmas Candies 


A Roast Beef Christmas Dinner 
Tomato Bouillon with Crofitons 
Roast Prime Ribs of Beef 
Yorkshire Pudding 
Horseradish Chutney 
Browned Potatoes Fluffy Mashed Turnips 
Creamed Onions 
Diced Celery and Apples in Cranberry Jelly 
Steamed Carrot Pudding Foamy Sauce 
Tea or Coffee 
Assorted Fruits 


lf You Decide on Fish 
Grapefruit Cocktail 
Whole Baked or Boiled Salmon 
* Oyster Sauce 
Garnish with Potato Chips, 
Lemon Sections, Green Pepper and 
Parsley 
Buttered Noodles Scalloped Tomatoes 
Spinach Molds with Hard-cooked Egg 
Relishes—-Celery, Radishes, 
Sweet Pickles, Olives and Pearl Onions 
Vanilla Ice Cream Hot Mince Meat Sauce 
Small Cakes 
Assorted Cheese and Crackers 
Figs, Dates and Raisins 
Coffee 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| will pour through it 


| a soggy, sticky mass 
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‘Now for the 
Plum Pudding! 


VERYONE likes 

Plum Pudding— 
but plum pudding 
doesn’t like every- 
one. Why? Because 
the ordinary plum 
pudding is too often 


which cannot be 
handled by many 
digestive systems. 

But here’s a way to 
make a plum pud- 
ding that will not 
have a suggestion of 
sogginess—that will 
be granular, open 
and porous to the 
digestive fluids that 





as water pours 
through gravel. The 
secret is—use Ro- 
man Meal instead of 
“pasty” flour. 
Here’s the recipe. Try it. 
you and your family. 


The above is from a 

photograph of Robt G. 

Jackson, M.D., taken 
in his 77th year. 


t will delight 


Christmas Pudding 


. Traisins 
b. currants 

. dates 

. almonds 

- peel 

. cherries 

. brown sugar 
eggs 
cup grated raw potato 
cup grated raw carrot 
cups Roman Meal 
teaspoon allspice 
teaspoon cinnamon 
= nutmeg 
b. chopped suet 


iebioes with your favorite sauce. 


2 
2 
2 
4 
2 
4 
1 
4 
1 
1 
4 
1 
r 





Put fruit, nuts, carrot and potato in basin, 
dredge well with one cup Roman Meal. 
Mix chopped suet with 3 cups Roman 
Meal, and add to fruit, etc. Cream sugar 
and eggs together and add this to mix- 
ture. Butter pudding bowl and pack to 
within one inch of top. Cover with waxed 
paper and tie cloth over bowl. Put in 
hot steamer and steam for four hours. 
This recipe does not require baking pow- 
der or baking soda, although a little of 


| either may be added if desired. 





Keep in mind when considering the above 
recipe that the conventional plum pud- 
ding is very constipating as well as indi- 
gestible. By making your plum pudding 
of Roman Meal it will not only be de- 
licious and digestible, but a natural laxa- 
tive, which will aid you in eliminating 
from the food or life canal the results 
of the other food excesses usually in- 
dulged in at Christmas time. 


And the Christmas Pudding Season 
brings us close to the New Year. Start 
it off by a more sensible, more healthful 
diet. If you will write me I will gladly 
send you my booklet, “How to Keep 
Well,” and other literature. Address: 
Robt. G. Jackson, M.D., 516 Vine _ 


Toronto. 36 


oI ° Write Dept. C. for 


New Catalogue of 
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UHVISIBLY MENDS FURNITURE, CHINA, IVORY, GLASS, TOYS, 
LEATHERWORK, ETC. SOLD EVERYWHERE 5, 18, 18 and 25. 


BECK BROS. & TURNER LTD., MONTREAL, Can. Agents 
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THE NEW 
FORD V-8 CARS 
FOR 1937 





New and modern in appearance, the Ford V-8 for 1937 is powered by a modern 


SR ass V-type, 8-cylinder engine. But this year, two sizes of this engine are offered —an 


improved 85-horsepower size for maximum performance—a new 60-horsepower size 
for maximum economy. It is still one car, one standard of size and comfort. With 
the smaller engine optional in standard body types, new low prices are brought to 


the Ford line. The 1937 Ford is a beautiful car, inside and out. It is marked with 





many improvements for greater comfort—greater safety. It is more than ever 


THE - GQGUALITY CAR IN THE LOW-PRICE OEQS 


A REI io ow oes 
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GAY AND USEFUL 








C470—Dress Protector. 
pink or blue silk taffeta, with cottons for 
working, price 50 cents; stamped on fine 
white cotton with cottons for working, 
25 cents. 


Stamped on 


C475—Sunny Days Calendar. 

' little garden scene stamped on cream linen, with 

material for backing, ribbon, calendar pad and 
cottons for working, price 25 cents. 






ee 
li terete eine 


C478 — Thatched Cottage 
Cosy. As a gift, this will be sure 
of a most enthusiastic welcome, 
or you would adore it for your 
own use—it is so quaint and 
different. Stamped on pale 
green art felt with brown roof 
and “trim,” original design in 
round shape, good average size. 
Complete materials are priced at 
$1.00 and a form to fit, 50 cents. 

ere 
Order from Marie Le Cerf, Chatelaine, 


481 University Avenue, Toronto, enclosing 





postal note or money order. If sending 
cheque kindly add fifteen cents for bank 
exchange. Articles from previous issues 
can always be supplied. Full directions for 


working are sent. Prices include postage. 


C471—Pickaninnies at Play. A very 
cute little pair of cross-stitch pictures for 
a child’s room. Stamped on cream linen, 
size nine by twelve inches, price, 35 cents 
per pair; cottons for working, 10 cents. 


C473—Mammy Pad. A useful and 
amusing novelty for the kitchen—stamped 
on black art felt, with cottons for working 
and pad for shopping lists, price 25 cents. 





An exquisite 





C469—-Silk Slipper or Party Bag. Or 
can be supplied in black art felt for more 
serviceable use. Size about twelve by 
fifteen inches below handles—large enough 
to hold a soft dress as well as slippers and 
other small articles. Stamped taffeta with 
lining, polished wood handles and cottons 
for working are priced at $1.50; complete 
materials for bag in art felt, $1.15. 
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huckaback towels with ready 
hemstitched hems, size eighteen 
by twenty inches, price per pair 
including cottons for working, 
$1.25; stamped on hemstitched 
linen huck, towels in yellow, 
green or tile blue, size eighteen 
by thirty-three inches, including 
cottons, $1.45 pair. 


C474 — Fingertip 
Towels. Three charm- 
ing new designs in these 
indispensable little 
towels. Size thirteen 
by eighteen inches. 
two basket designs are 
stamped on yellow and 
the floral design on 
green linen. The set of 
three is priced at 75 
cents, cottons for work- 
ing, 15 cents. 















C468--Daisy Chain Cushion. 
Worked in pastel colors, with rib- 
bons to match. Stamped on black 
silk taffeta, size eighteen inches 
back and front with ribbons and 
cottons for working, price, $1.50. 
A form can be supplied at 50 cents. 






C467——Personal Laundry 
Bag. For the clothes closet or 
on bathroom door. Size fin- 
ished about seventeen by 
eighteen inches——stamped on 
finest factory cotton, com- 
plete with three-color binding 
to match work and cottons 
for working, price 45 cents. 

C479 Bookmark. This 
Scotty will keep your place. 
In red or green taffeta with 
black cotton for working, 
price 15 cents. 





















C480—Wicker Bas- 
ket Luncheon Set. 
Thirty-six-inch cloth 
with four serviettes, stamped on white, 
cream, green or yellow linen, price, $1.45; 
a forty-five-inch set can also be supplied 
but in white or cream only—price, $1.95; 
cottons for working either set, 30 cents. 
C477—Apron. A cute little black 
Scotty pup with red bow; bees in brown 
and gold and binding in gold. Stamped on 
apron cotton, size thirty-six inches; the 
apron is priced at 50 cents; cottons for 
working, 13 cents; and binding, 20 cents. 


C472 — Silhouette Towels. 
Victorian medallion design— 
stamped on finest white linen 


20 He PBS ee 
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